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TO COLERIDGE. 
AAKPTSI AIOISO HOTMON 'AnOTMON. 

I. 

Oh ! there are spirits in the air, 
And genii of the evening breeze, 

And gentle ghosts with eyes as fair 
As starbeams among twilight trees : — 

Such lovely ministers to meet 
Oft hast thou turned from men thy lonely feet. 

2. 

With mountain winds, and babbling springs, 
And moonlight seas, that are the voice 

Of these inexplicable things, 

Thou didst hold commune, and rejoice 

When they did answer thee. But they 
Cast like a worthless boon thy love away. 



12 EARLY POEMS. 

3- 

And thou hast sought in starry eyes 

Beams that were never meant for thine, 
Another's wealth ; — tame sacrifice 

To a fond faith ! Still dost thou pine ? 
Still dost thou hope that greeting hands, 
Voice, looks, or lips, may answer thy de- 
mands ? 

4- 
Ah ! wherefore didst thou build thine hope 

On the false earth's inconstancy ? 
Did thine own mind afford no scope 

Of love or moving thoughts to thee — 
That natural scenes or human smiles 
Could steal the power to wind thee in their 
wiles ? 

S- 
Yes, all the faithless smiles are fled 

Whose falsehood left thee broken-hearted ; 
The glory of the moon is dead ; 

Night's ghosts and dreams have now 
departed : 
Thine own soul still is true to thee, 
But changed to a foul fiend through misery. 

6. 

This fiend, whose ghastly presence ever 
Beside thee like thy shadow hangs, 



EARLY POEMS. 1 3 

Dream not to chase ; — the mad endeavour 

Would scourge thee to severer pdngs. 
Be as thou art. Thy settled fate, 
Dark as it is, all change would aggravate. 
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STANZ AS— APRIL, 1814. 

Away ! the moor is dark beneath the 
moon, 
Rapid clouds have drunk the last pale beam 
of even : 
Away ! the gathering winds will call the 
darkness soon. 
And profoundest midnight shroud the serene 

lights of heaven. 
Pause not ! the time is past ! Every voice 

cries " Away ! " 
Tempt not with one last glance thy friend's 
ungentle mood : 
Thy lover's eye, so glazed and cold, dares not 

entreat thy stay : 
Duty and dereliction guide thee back to solitude. 

Away, away I to thy sad and silent 
home ; 
Pour bitter tears on its desolated 
hearth ; 



14 EARLY POEMS. 

Watch the dim shades as like ghosts 
they go and come, 
And complicate strange webs of melancholy 
mirth. 
The leaves of wasted autumn woods shall float 
around thine head, 
The blooms of dewy Spring shall gleam 
beneath thy feet : 
• But thy soul or this world must fade in the 

frost that binds the dead, 
Ere midnight's frown and morning's smile, ere 
thou and peace, may meet. 



The cloud shadows of midnight possess 
their own repose, 
For the weary winds are silent, or the moon is 
in the deep ; 
Some respite to its turbulence unresting 
ocean knows ; 
Whatever moves or toils or grieves hath its 
appointed sleep. 
Thou in the grave shalt rest : — ^yet, till 

the phantoms flee 
Which that house and heath and garden 
made dear to thee erewhile, 
Thy remembrance and repentance and deep 

musings are not free 
From the music of two voices, and the light 
of one sweet smile. 






1 
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ON DEATH. 

There is no work nor device nor knowledge nor wisdom 
in the grave whither thou goest. — Ecclesiastes, 

I. 

The pale, the cold, and the moony smile 
Which the meteor beam of a starless night 

Sheds on a lonely and sea-girt isle 

Ere the dawning of morn's undoubted light 

Is the flame of life so fickle and wan 

That flits round our steps till their strength is 
gone. 

2. 

O man ! hold thee on in courage of soul 

Through the stormy shades of thy worldly 
way; 

And the billows of cloud that around thee roll 
Shall sleep in the light of a wondrous day, 

Where hell and heaven shall leave thee free 

To the universe of destiny. 



3- 
This world is the nurse of all we know, 

This world is the mother of all we feel ; 
And the coming of death is a fearful blow 
To a brain unencompassed with nerves of 
steel, 



it EARLY POEMS^ 

When all that we know or feel or see 
Shall pass like an unreal mystery. 

4. 

The secret things of the grave are there 
Where all but this frame must surely be, 

Though the fine- wrought eye and the wondrous 
ear 
No longer will live to hear or to see 

All that is great and all that is strange 

In the boundless realm of unending change. 

5. 
Who telleth a tale of unspeaking death ? 

Who lifteth the veil of what is to come ? 
Who painteth the shadows that are beneath 

The wide- winding caves of the peopled tomb ? 
Or uniteth the hopes of what shall be 
With the fears and the love for that which we 
see? 

H 



MUTABILITY. 

I. 

We are as clouds that veil the midnight moon ; 
How restlessly they speed and gleam and 
quiver, 
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Streaking the darkness radiantly ! yet soon 
Night closes round, and they are lost fur 
ever : — 

2. 

Or like forgotten lyres whose dissonant strings 
Give various response to each varying blast, 

To whose frail frame no second motion brings 
One mood or modulation like the last. 



3- 
We rest — a dream has power to poison sleep ; 
We rise — one wandering thought pollutes 
the day ; 
We feel, conceive, or reason, laugh or weep, 
Embrace fond woe, or cast our cares away : — 

4. 

It is the same ! — For, be it joy or sorrow. 
The path of its departure still is free ; 

Man's yesterday may ne'er be like his morrow ; 
Nought may endure but Mutability. 
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TO WORDSWORTH. 

Poet of Nature, thou hast wept to know 
That things depart which never may return ; 
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Childhood and youth, friendship, and love's 
first glow, 
Have fled like sweet dreams, leaving thee 
to mourn. 
These common woes I feel One loss is 
mine, 
Which thou too feel'st, yet I alone deplore. 
Thou wert as a lone star whose light did 
shine 
On some frail bark in winter's midnight 
roar : 
Thou hast like to a rock-built refuge stood 
Above the blind and battling multitude : 
In honoured poverty thy voice did weave 
Songs consecrate to truth and liberty. 
Deserting these, thou leavest me to grieve, 
Thus, having been, that thou shouldst cease 
to be. 
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FEE LINGS OF A REPUBLICAN ON THE 
FALL OF BONAPARTE. 

I HATED thee, fallen Tyrant ! I did groan 
To think that a most unambitious slave. 
Like thou, should dance and revel on the 
grave 
Of Liberty. Thou mightst have built thy 
throne 
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Where it had stood even now: thou didst 
prefer 
A frail and bloody pomp, which Time 
has swept 
In fragments towards oblivion. Massacre, 

For this, I prayed, would on thy sleep 
have crept, 
Treason, and Slavery, Rapine, Fear, and Lust, 
And stifled thee their minister. I know 
Too late, since thou and France are in the 
dust, 
That Virtue owns a more eternal foe 
Than Force or Fraud: old Custom, Legal 

Crime, 
And bloody Faith, the foulest birth of Time. 
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A SUMMER-EVENING CHURCHYARD, 
LECHLADE, GLOUCESTERSHIRE. 

I. 

The wind has swept from the wide atmos- 
phere 
Each vapour that obscured the sunset's 
ray. 
And pallid Evening twines its beaming hair 
In duskier braids around the languid eyes of 
Day: 
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TO COLERIDGE. 
AAKPTSI AIOISO HOTMON 'AnOTMON. 

I. 

Oh I there are spirits in the air, 
And genii of the evening breeze, 

And gentle ghosts with eyes as fair 
As starbeams among twilight trees : — 

Such lovely ministers to meet 
Oft hast thou turned from men thy lonely feet. 

2. 

With moimtain winds, and babbling springs, 
And moonlight seas, that are the voice 

Of these inexplicable things, 

Thou didst hold commune, and rejoice 

When they did answer thee. But they 
Cast like a worthless boon thy love away. 
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The birds did rest 
On the bare thorn's breast, 
Whose roots, beside the pathway track, 
Had bound their folds o'er many a crack 
Which the frost had made between. 



Thine eyes glowed in the glare 
Of the moon's dying light. 
As a fen-fire's beam 
On a sluggish stream 
Gleams dimly, so the moon shone there ; 
And it yellowed the strings of thy tangled hair^ 
That shook in the wind of night. 



The moon made thy lips pale, beloved ; 
The wind made thy bosom chill ; 
The night did shed 
On thy dear head 
Its frozen dew^ and thou didst lie 
Where the bitter breath of the naked sky 
Might visit thee at will. 

November 1815. 
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THE SUNSET. 

There late was one within whose subtle 

being, 
As light and wind within some delicate cloud 
That fades amid the blue moon's burning sky, 
Genius and death contended. None may know 
The sweetness of the joy which made his 

breath 
Fairlike the trances of the summer air, 
When, with the lady of his love, who then 
First knew the unreserve of mingled being, 
He walked along the pathway of a field, 
Which to the east a hoar wood shadowed o'er. 
But to the west was open to the sky. 
There now the sun had sunk; but lines of 

gold 
Hung on the ashen clouds, and on the points 
Of the far level grass and nodding flowers, 
And the old dandelion's hoary beard, 

23 



24 THE SUNSET. 

And, mingled with the shades of twilight, lay 
On the brown massy woods — and in the east 
The broad and burning moon lingeringly rose 
Between the black trunks of the crowded trees, 
While the faint stars were gathering over- 
head. — 
" Is it not strange, Isabel," said the youth, 
" I never saw the sun ? We will walk here 
To-morrow ; thou shalt look on it with me." 



That night the youth and lady mingled lay 
In love and sleep — but when the morning 

came 
The lady found her lover dead and cold. 
Let none believe that God in mercy gave 
That stroke. The lady died not nor grew 

wild. 
But year by year lived on : — in truth I think 
Her gentleness and patience and sad smiles, 
And that she did not die but lived to tend 
Her aged father, were a kind of madness, 
If madness 'tis to be unlike the world. 
For but to see her were to read the tale 
Woven by some subtlest bard, to make hard 

hearts 
Dissolve away in wisdom- working grief; — 
Her eyelashes were torn away with tears. 
Her lips and cheeks were like things dead — 

so pale ; 
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Her hands were thin, and through their 

wandering veins 
And weak articulations might be seen 
Day's ruddy light. The tomb of thy dead 

self 
Which one vexed ghost inhabits, night arid 

day, 
Is all, lost child, that now remains of thee ! 

" Inheritor of more than earth can give. 
Passionless calm and silence unreproved, — 
Whether the dead find — oh ! not sleep — but 

rest, 
And are the uncomplaining things they seem, 
Or live, or drop in the deep sea of Love ; 
Oh! that, like thine, mine epitaph were — 

Peace ! " 
This was the only moan she ever made. 

BlSHOPGATE, Spring, i8i6. 
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HYUN TO INTELLECTUAL BEAUTY. 

I. 

The awful shadow of some unseen Power 
Floats, though unseen, among us ; visiting 
This various world with as inconstant 
wing 
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As summer winds that creep from flower to 
flower. 
Like moonbeams that behmd some piny 
mountain shower, 
It visits with inconstant glance 
Each human heart and countenance ; 
Like hues and harmonies of evening. 
Like clouds in starlight widely spread, 
Like memory of music fled, 
Like aught that for its grace may be 
Dear, and yet dearer for its mystery. 



2. 

Spirit of Beauty, that dost consecrate 
With thine own hues all thou dost shine 

upon 
Of human thought or form, where art 
thou gone ? 
Why dost thou pass away, and leave our 
state, 
This dim vast vale of tears, vacant and 
desolate .'* — 
Ask why the sunlight not for ever 
Weaves rainbows o'er yon mountain 
river ; 
Why aught should fail and fade that once 
is shown ; 
Why fear and dream and death and 
birth 
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Cast on the daylight of this earth 
Such gloom ; why man has such a 
scope 
For love and hate, despondency and hope ! 

3. 
No voice from some sublimer world hath 
ever 
To sage or poet these responses given : 
Therefore the names of Demon, Ghost, 
and Heaven, 
Remain the records of their vain endeavour ; 
Frail spells, whose uttered charm might not 
avail to sever. 
From all we hear and all we see, 
Doubt, chance, and mutability. 
Thy light alone, like mist o'er mountains 
driven. 
Or music by the night-wind sent 
Through strings of some still instrument. 
Or moonlight on a midnight stream, 
Gives grace and truth to life's unquiet dream. 

4- 
Love, hope, and self-esteem, like clouds 
depart 
And come^ for some uncertain moments 

lent. 
Man were immortal and omnipotent 
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Didst thou, unknown and awful as thou 
art, 
Keep with thy glorious train firm state within 
his heart. 
Thou messenger of sympathies 
That wax and wane in lovers' eyes : 
Thou that to human thought art nourish- 
ment, 
Like darkness to a dying flame ! 
Depart not as thy shadow came : 
Depart not, lest the grave should be, 
Like life and fear, a dark reality ! 



5- 

While yet a boy, I sought for ghosts, and 
sped 
Through many a listening chamber, cave, 

and ruin, 
And starlight wood, with fearful steps 
pursuing 
Hopes of high talk with the departed 
dead. 
I called on poisonous names with which our 
youth is fed. 
I was not heard, I saw them not ; 
When, musing deeply on the lot 
Of life, at that sweet time when winds 
are wooing 
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All vital things that wake to bring 
News of birds and blossoming, 
Sudden thy shadow fell on me : — 
I shrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstasy ! 

6. 

I vowed that I would dedicate my powers 
To thee and thine : have I not kept the 

vow? 
With beating heart and streaming eyes, 
even now 
I call the phantoms of a thousand hours 
Each from its voiceless grave. They have 
in visioned bowers 
Of studious zeal or love's delight 
Out watched with me the envious night : 
They know that never joy illumed my 
brow, 
Unlinked with hope that thou wouldst 

free 
This world from its dark slavery ; 
That thou, O awful Loveliness, 
Wouldst give whatever these words cannot 
express. 



The day becomes more solemn and serene 
When moon is past : there is a harmony 
In autumn, and a lustre in its sky, 
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Which through the summer is not heard 
nor seen, 
As if it could not be, as if it had not been. 

Thus let thy power, which like the 

truth 
Of Nature on my passive youth 
Descended, to my onward life supply 
Its calm, — to one who worships thee, 
And every form containing thee, 
Whom, Spirit fair, thy spells did bind 
To fear himself and love all humankind. 
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LINES WRTTnEN IN THE VALE OF CHAMOUNI. 

I. 

The everlasting universe of Things 

Flows through the Mind, and rolls its 
rapid waves. 
Now dark — now glittering — now reflecting 
gloom — 
Now lending splendour, where from secret 

springs 
The source of human thought its tribute brings 
Of waters, — with a sound but half its own. 
Such as a feeble brook will oft assume 
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In the wild woods, among the mountains 

lone, 
Where waterfalls around it leap for ever. 
Where woods and winds contend, and a vast 

river 
Over its rocks ceaselessly bursts and raves. 

2. 

Thus thou, Ravine of Arve-^iark, deep 
Ravine — 
Thou many-coloured many-voiced vale, 
Over whose pines and crags and caverns 
sail 
Fast cloud-shadows and sunbeams ; awful 

scene, 
Where Power in likeness o( the Arve comes 

down 
From the ice-gulfs that gird his secret throne, 
Bursting through these dark mountains like 
the flame 
Of lightning through the tempest; — thou 
dost lie, — 
Thy giant brood of pines around thee 
clinging, 
Children of «lder time, in whose 
devotion 
The chainless winds still come and ever came 
To drink their odours, and their mighty 
swinging 
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To hear, an old and solemn harmony ; 
Thine earthly rainbows stretched across 
the sweep 
Of the etherial waterfall, whose veil 
Robes some unsculptured image; the 
strange sleep 
Which, when the voices of the desert 
fail, 
Wraps all in its own deep eternity ; 

Thy caverns echoing to the Arve's 
commotion, 
A loud lone sound no other sound can 
tame. 
Thou art pervaded with that ceaseless 
motion, 
Thou art the path of that unresting sound, 
Dizzy Ravine ! And, when I gaze on 
thee, 
I seem, as in a trance sublime and 
strange, 
To muse on my own separate fantasy. 
My own, my human mind, which passively 
Now renders and receives fast influenc- 
ings. 
Holding an unremitting interchange 
With the clear universe of things around ; 
One legion of wild thoughts, whose 
wandering wings 
Now float above thy darkness, and no«' 
rest 
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Where that or thou art no unbidden guest, 
In the still cave of the witch Poesy, — 
Seeking — among the shadows that pass 

by, 

Ghosts of all things that are — some shade 

of thee, 
Some phantom, some faint image. Till the 

breast 
From which they fled recalls them, thou art 

there ! 



Some say that gleams of a remoter world 
Visit the soul in sleep, — that death is 

slumber. 
And that its shapes the busy thoughts 

outnumber 
Of those who wake and live. I look on 
high; 
Has some unknown omnipotence unfurled 

The veil of life and death ? Or do I lie 
In dream, and does the mightier world of 
sleep. 
Spread far around and inaccessibly 
Its circles ? for the very spirit fails. 
Driven like a homeless cloud from steep to 
steep 
That vanishes among the viewless gales ! 
Far, far above, piercing the infinite sky, 
(38) B 
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Mont Blanc ai^[>ears — still, snowy, and serene. 
Its subject mountains their unearthly forms 
Pile around it, ice and rock; broad vales 
between 
Of frozen floods, unfathomable deeps, 

Blue as the overhanging heaven, that 
spread 
• And wind among the accumulated steeps ; 
A desert peopled by the storms alone, 
Save when the eagle brings some hunter's 

bone. 
And the wolf tracks her there. How 

hideously 
Its shapes are heaped around — rude, bare, 
and high, 
•Ghastly and scarred and riven ! — Is this the 

scene 
Where the old Earthquake-daemon taught her 
young 
Ruin ? were these their toys ? or did a sea 
Of fire, envelop once this silent snow ? 
None can reply — all seems eternal now. 
The: wilderness has a mysterious tongue 

Which teaches awful doubt, — or faith so 
mild,. 
So solemn, so serene, that Man may be, 
But for such faith, with Nature reconciled. 
Thou hast a voice, great Mountain, to repeal 
Large codes of fraud and woe ; not under- 
stood. 
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By all, but which the wise and great and 
good 
Interpret, or make felt, or deeply feeL 



4 

The fields, the lakes, the forests, and the 
streams. 
Ocean, and all the living things that dwell 
Within the daedal earth, lightning and 

rain, 
Earthquake and fiery flood and hurricane, 
The torpor of the year when feeble dreams 
Visit the hidden buds, or dreamless sleep 

Holds every future Leaf and flower, the 
bound 
With which from that detested trance they 
leap, 
The works and ways of ma% their 
death and births 
And that of him„ and all that his 
may be. 
All things that move and breathe, with 
toil and sound 
Are. bom and die„ revolve, subside, and 
swell. 
Power dwells apart in its tranquillity. 
Remote, serene, and inaccessible : 

And this the naked countenance cA 
earth 
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On which I gaze, even these primseval 
mountains, 
Teach the adverting mind. The glaciers 
creep, 
Like snakes that watch their prey, from 
their far fountains. 
Slow rolling on ; there, many a precipice 

Frost and the sun in scorn of mortal 
power 
Have piled — dome, pyramid, and pinnacle, 
A city of death, distinct with many a 
tower 
And wall impregnable of beaming ice. 

Yet not a city, but a flood of ruin. 
Is there, that from the boundary of the skies 
Rolls its perpetual stream; vast pines are 
strewing 
Its destined path, or in the mangled soil 

Branchless and shattered stand ; the rocks, 

drawn down 
From yon remotest waste, have overthrown 
The limits of the dead and living world. 
Never to be reclaimed. The dwelling- 
place 
Of insects, beasts, and birds, becomes its 
spoil ; 
Their food and their retreat for ever gone, 
So much of life and joy is lost. The race 
Of man flies far in dread; his work and 
dwelling 
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Vanish like smoke before the tempest's 

stream, 

And their place is not known. Below, 

vast caves 

Shine in the rushing torrents' restless gleam, 

Which, from those secret chasms in' tumult 

welling, 
Meet in the Vale j and one majestic River, 
The breath and blood of distant lands, for 
ever 
Rolls its loud waters to the ocean waves, 
Breathes its swift vapours to the circling air. 



Mont Blanc yet gleams on high : the power 
is there, 
The still and solemn power, of many sights 
And many sounds, and much of life 
and death. 
In the calm darkness of the . moonless 

nights. 
In the lone glare of day, the snows descend 
Upon that Mountain; none beholds them 

there. 
Nor when the flakes burn in the sinking sun. 
Or the star-beams dart through them. 
Winds contend 
Silently there, and heap the snow, with 
breath 
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Rapid and strong, but silently. Its home 
The voiceless lightning in these solitudes 
Keeps innocently, and like vapour broods 
Over the snow. The secret Strength of 
Things, 
Which ^governs thought, and to the infinite 

dome 
Of heaven is as a law, inhabits thee. 
And what were thou and earth and stars and 
sea, 
If to the human mind's imaginings 
Silence and solitude were vacancy ? 

a^rd June 1816. 
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MARIANNE'S DREAM. 

1 . A PALE Dream came to a Lady fair, 

And said, " A boon, a boon, I pray ! 
I know the secrets of the air ; 

And things are lost in the glare of day, 
Which I can make the sleeping see 
If they will put their trust in me. 

2. " Aad thou shalt know of things unknown, 

If thou wilt let me rest between 
The veiny lids whose fringe is thrown 

Over thine eyes so dark and sheen." 
And half in hope and half in fright 
The Lady closed her eyes so bright 

3. At first all deadly shapes were driven 

Tumultuously across her sleep, 
And o'er the vast cope of bending heaven 
All ghastly- visaged clouds did sweep ; 

39 



40 MARIANNE S DREAM. 

And the Lady ever looked to spy 

If the golden sun shone forth on high. 

4. And, as towards the east she turned, 

She saw, aloft in the morning air 
Which now with hues of sunrise burned, 

A great black anchor rising there ; 
And wherever the Lady turned her eyes 
It hung before her in the skies. 

5. The sky was blue as the summer sea; 

The depths were cloudless overhead; 
The air was calm as it could be ; 

There was no sight or sound of dread, 
But that black anchor floating still 
Over the piny eastern hilL 

6. The Lady grew sick with a weight of fear 

To see that anchor ever hanging, 
And veiled her eyes. She then did hear 

The sound as of a dim low clanging ; 
And looked abroad if she might know 
Was it aught else, or but the flow 
Of the blood in her own veins to and fro. 

7. There was a mist in the sunless air, 

Which shook as it were with an earth 
quake shock ; 
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But the very weeds that blossomed there 
Were moveless, and each mighty rock 
Stood on its basis steadfastly ; 
The anchor was seen no more on high. 

8. But piled around, with summits hid 

In lines of cloud at intervals, 
Stood many a mountain pyramid, 

Among whose everlasting walls 
Two mighty cities shone, and ever 
Through the red mist their domes did 
quiver. 

9. On two dread mountains, from whose crest 

Might seem the eagle for her brood 
Would ne*er have hung her dizzy nest, 

Those tower-encircled cities stood. 
A vision strange such towers to see, 
Sculptured and wrought so gorgeously, 
Where human art could never be, 

10. And columns framed of marble white. 

And giant fanes, dome over dome 

Piled, and triumphant gates, all bright 

With workmanship which could not 

come 

From touch of mortal instrument. 

Shot o*er the vales, or lustre lent 

From their own shapes magnificent. 

B 2 
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1 1. But still the Lady heard that clang 

Filling the wide air far away, 
And still the mist whose light did hang 

Among the mountains shook alway ; 
So that the Lady's heart beat fast, 
As half in joy and half aghast 
On those high domes her look she cast 

12. Sudden from out that city sprung 

A light that made the earth grow red ; 
Two flames that each with quivering tongue 

Licked its high domes, and overhead 
Among those mighty towers and fanes 
Dropped fire, as a volcano rains 
Its sulphurous ruin on the plains. 

13. And hark 1 a rush, as if the deep 

Had burst its bonds 1 She looked 
behind. 
And saw over the western steep 

A raging flood descend, and wind 
Through that wide vale. She felt no fear, 
But said within herself, ** 'Tis clear 
These towers are Nature's own, and she 
To save them has sent forth the sea." 



14. And now those raging billows came 

Where that fair Lady sate ; and she 
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Was borne towards the showering flame 
By the wild waves heaped tumultuously, 
And, on a little plank, the flow 
Of the whirlpool bore her to and fro. 



15. The flames were fiercely vomited 

From «very tower and every dome, 
And dreary light did widely shed 

0*er that vast flood's suspended foam, 
Beneath the smoke which hung its night 
On the stained cope of heaven's light 

16. The plank whereon that Lady sate 

Was driven through the chasms, about 
and about, 
Between the peaks so desolate 

Of the drowning mountains, in and out. 
As the thistle-beard on a whirlwind sails — 
While the flood was filling those hollow 
vales. 



17. At last her plank an eddy crossed, 
And bore her to the city's wall. 
Which now the flood had reached almost ; 

It might the stoutest heart appal 
To hear the fire roar and hiss 
Through the domes of those mighty 
palaces. 
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1 8. The eddy whirled her round and round 

Before a gorgeous gate which stood 
Piercing the cloud of smoke which bound 

Its aery arch with light like blood. 
She looked on that gate of marble clear 
With wonder that extinguished fear : — 

19. For it was filled with sculptures rarest 

Of forms most beautiful and strange, 
Like nothing human, but the fairest 

Of winged shapes whose legions range 
Throughout the sleep of those that are, 
Like the same Lady, good and fair. 

20. And, as she looked, still lovelier grew 

Those marble forms ; the sculptor sure 
Was a strong spirit, and the hue 

Of his own mind did there endure 
After the touch whose power had braided 
Such grace was in some sad change faded. 

21. She looked. The fiames were dim, the 

flood 
Grew tranquil as a woodland river 
Winding through hills in solitude ; 

Those marble shapes then seemed to 
quiver, 
And their fair limbs to float in motion 
Like weeds unfolding in the ocean. 
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22. And their lips moved, — one seemed to 

speak, — 
When suddenly the mountain cracked, 
And through the chasm the flood did 
break 
With an earth-uplifting cataract 
The statues gave a joyous scream, — 
And on its wings the pale thin Dream 
Lifted the Lady from the stream. 

23, The dizzy flight of that phantom pale 

Waked the fair Lady from her sleep ; 
And she arose, while from the veil 

Of her dark eyes the Dream did creep, 
And she walked about as one who knew 
That sleep has sights as clear and true 
As any waking eyes can view, 

Marlow. 
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DEA TH. 

They die — the dead return not. Misery 
Sits near an open grave, and calls them 
over, 
A youth with hoary hair and haggard eye. 
They are the names of kindred, friend, and 
lover, 
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Which he so feebly calls. They all are gone, 
Fond wretch, all dead ! Those vacant names 

alone, 
This most familiar scene, my pain, 

These tombs, — alone remain. 

Misery, my sweetest friend, oh ? weep no 
more ! 
Thou wilt not be consoled ? 1 wonder not : 
For I have seen thee from thy dwelling's door 
Watch the calm sunset with them^ and this 
spot 
Was even as bright and calm but transitory, — 
And now thy hopes are gone, thy hair is hoary, 
This most familiar scene, my pain, 
These tombs, — alone remain. 
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TO CONSTANTIA, SINGING, 

I. 

Thus to be lost and thus to sink and die 
Perchance were death indeed! — Con- 
stantia, turn ! 
In thy dark eyes a power like light doth lie, 
Even though the sounds which were thy 
voice, which bum 
Between thy lips are laid to sleep ; 
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Within thy breath, and on thy hair, like odour, 
it is yet, 
And from thy touch like fire doth 
leap. 
Even while I write, my burning cheeks are 
wet; 
Alas that the torn heart can bleed but not 
forget ! 

2. 

A breathless awe, like the swift change 
Unseen but felt in youthful slumbers. 
Wild, sweet, but uncommunicably strange, 
Thou breathest now in fest-ascending 
numbers. 
The cope of heaven seems rent and 
cloven 
By the enchantment of thy strain 
And on my shoulders wings are woven 
To follow its sublime career 

Beyond the mighty moons that wane 
Upon the verge of Nature's utmost sphere, 
Till the world's shadowy walls are past and 
disappear. 

3. 

Her voice is hovering o'er my soul — it lingers 
O'ershadowing it with soft and lulling 
wings : 
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The blood and life within those snowy fingers 
Teach witchcraft to the instrumental 
strings. 
My brain is wild, my breath comes 
quick — 
The blood is listening in my frame, 
And thronging shadows, fast and thick. 
Fall on my overflowing eyes ; 

My heart is quivering like a flame ; 
As morning dew that in the sunbeam dies, 
I am dissolved in these consuming ecstasies. 



4. 

I have no life, Constantia, now, but thee, 
Whilst, like the world-surrounding air, thy 
song 
Flows on, and fills all things with melody. 
Now is thy voice a tempest swift and 
strong, 
On which, like one in trance upborne, 

Secure o'er rocks and waves I sweep. 
Rejoicing like a cloud of mom : 
Now 'tis the breath of summer night. 
Which, when the starry waters sleep. 
Round western isles with incense blossoms 
bright 
Lingering, suspends my soul in its voluptuous 
flight. 
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SONNE T.-^OZ YMA NDIA S. 

I MET a traveller from an antique land 

Who said : " Two vast and trunkless legs of 
stone 
Stand in the desert. Near them on the sand, 
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose 
frown 
And wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless 
things, 
The hand that mocked them and the heart 

that fed. 
And on the pedestal these words appear : 

* My name is Ozymandias, king of kings : 
Look on my works, ye mighty, and despair ! ' 

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare, 
The lone and level sands stretch far away." 
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LINES. 



That time is dead for ever, child, 
Drowned, frozen, dead for ever 1 
We look on the past ; 
And stare aghast 
At the spectres, wailing, pale, and ghast, 
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Of hopes which thou and I beguiled 
To death on life's dark river. 

The stream we gazed on then rolled by; 
Its waves are unretuming ; 
But we yet stand 
In a lone land, 
Like tombs to mark the memory 
Of hopes and fears which fade and fly 
In the light of life's dim morning. 

5/A November 1817. 
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ON FANNY GODWIN. 

Her voice did quiver as we parted ; 

Yet knew I not that heart was broke 
From which it came, and I departed 

Heeding not the words then spoken. 
Misery — O Misery, 
This world is all too wide for thee ! 
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LINES TO A CRITIC. 

I. Honey from silkworms who can gather, 
Or silk from the yellow bee ? 
The grass may grow in winter weather 
As soon as hate in me. 
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2. Hate men who cant, and men who pray, 

And men who rail, like thee ; 
An equal passion to repay 
They are not coy like me. 

3. Or seek some slave of power and gold 

To be thy dear heart's mate ; 
Thy love will move that bigot cold 
Sooner than me thy hate. 

4. A passion like the one I prove 

Cannot divided be ; 
I hate thy want of truth and love — 
How should I then hate thee ? 

December, 1817. 



f 



POEMS WRITTEN IN 1818. 



-M- 



PASSAGE OF THE APENNINES. 

Listen, listen, Mary mine, 

To the whisper of the Apennine. 

It bursts on the roof like the thunder's roar ; 

Or like the sea on a northern shore, 

Heard in its raging ebb and flow 

By the captives pent in the cave below. 

The Apennine in the light of day 

Is a mighty mountain dim and grey 

Which between the earth and sky doth lay ; 

But, when night comes, a chaos dread 

On the dim starlight then is spread. 

And the Apennine walks abroad with the storm. 

4M May z8i8. 

M— 

ON A DEAD VIOLET. 

TO MISS . 

The odour from the flower is gone 

Which like thy kisses breathed on me ; 
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The colour from the flower is flown 

Which glowed of thee and only thee ! 

A shrivelled, lifeless, vacant form, 

It lies on my abandoned breast ; 
And mocks the heart, which yet is warm 
With cold and silent rest. 

I weep — my tears revive it not ; 

I sigh — it breathes no more on me : 
Its mute and uncomplaining lot 

Is such as mine should be. 
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THE PAST. 

Wilt thou forget the happy hours 
Which we buried in Love's sweet bowers, 
Heaping over their corpses cold 
Blossoms and leaves instead of mould ? 
Blossoms which were the joys that fell, 
And leaves, the hopes that yet remain. 

Forget the dead, the past ? Oh yet 
There are ghosts that may take revenge for it I 
Memories that make the heart a tomb. 
Regrets which glide through the spirit's gloom, 
And with ghastly whispers tell 
That joy, once lost, is pain. 



54. SONNET. 



SONNET. 

Lift not the painted veil which those who live 
Call Life; though unreal shapes be 
pictured there, 
And it but mimic all we would believe 

With colours idly spread. Behind, lurk 
Fear 
And Hope, twin Destinies, who ever weave 
Their shadows o'er the chasm sightless 
and drear. 
I knew one who had lifted it : — he sought, 

For his lost heart was tender, things to 
love, 
But found them not, alas ! nor was there 
aught 
The world 'contains the which he could 

approve. 
Through the unheeding many he did 
move, 
A splendour among shadows, a bright blot 

Upon this gloomy scene, a spirit that 
strove 
For truth, and, like the Preacher, found it not 

n4 f ■■ «■ 
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LINES WRITTEN AMONG THE 
EUGANEAN HILLS. 

Many a green isle needs must be 
In the deep wide sea of Misery ; 
Or the Mariner, worn and wan, 
Never thus could voyage on- 
Day and night, and night and day, 
Drifting on his dreary way, 
With the solid darkness black 
Closing round his vessel's track ; 
Whilst, above, the sunless sky. 
Big with clouds, hangs heavily, — 
And, behind, the tempest fleet 
Hurries on with lightning feet. 
Riving sail and cord and plank, 
Till the ship has almost drank 
Death from the o'er-brimming deep. 
And sinks down, down, like that sleep 
When the dreamer seems to be 
Weltering through eternity, — 
And the dim low line before 
Of a dark and distant shore 
Still recedes, as — ever still 
Longing with divided will. 
But no power to seek or shun — 
He is ever drifted on 
O'er the unreposing wave 
To the haven of the grave. 
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What if there no friends will greet ? 
What if there no heart will meet 
His with love's impatient beat ? 
Wander whereso'er he may, 
Can he dream before that day 
To find refuge from distress 
In friendship's smile, in love's caress ? 
Then 'twill wreak him little woe 
Whether such there be or no. 
Senseless is the breast, and cold, 
Which relenting love would fold ; 
Bloodless are the veins, and chill. 
Which the pulse of pain did fill ; 
Every little living nerve 
That from bitter words did swerve 
Round the tortured lips and brow 
Is like a sapless leaflet now 
Frozen upon December's bough. 

On the beach of a northern sea 
Which tempests shake eternally 
As once the wretch there lay to sleep, 
Lies a solitary heap. 
One white skull and seven dry bones, 
On the margin of the stones. 
Where a few grey rushes stand, 
Boundaries of the sea and land. 
Nor is heard one voice of wail 
But the sea-mews* as they sail 
O'er the billows of the gale, 
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Or the whirlwind up and down 
Howling, — like a slaughtered town, 
When a king in glory rides 
Through the pomp of fratricides. 
Those unburied bones around 
There is many a mournful sound ; 
There is no lament for him, 
Like a sunless vapour, dim, 
Who once clothed with life and thought 
What now moves nor murmurs not. 



Ay, many flowering islands lie 

In the waters of wide Agony : — 

To such a one this morn was led 

My bark, by soft winds piloted. 

'Mid the mountains Euganean, 

I stood listening to the paean 

With which the legioned rooks did hail 

The sun's uprise majestical. 

Gathering round with wings all hoar. 

Through the dewy mist they soar 

Like grey shades, till the eastern heaven 

Bursts ; and then, as clouds of even 

Flecked with fire and azure lie 

In the unfathomable sky, 

So their plumes of purple grain, 

Starred with drops of golden rain, 

Gleam above the sunlight woods, 

As in silent multitudes 
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On the morning's fitful gale 
Through the broken mist they sail, 
And the vapours cloven and gleaming 
Follow, down the dark steep streaming,- 
Till all is bright and clear and still 
Rouhd the solitary hill. 

Beneath is spread like a green sea 
The waveless plain of Lombardy, 
Bounded by the vaporous air, 
Islanded by cities fair. 
Underneath Day's azure eyes, 
Ocean's nursling, Venice lies, — 
A peopled labyrinth of walls, 
Amphitrite's destined halls, 
Which her hoary sire now paves 
With his blue and beaming waves. 
Lo I the sun upsprings behind, 
Broad, red, radiant, half-reclined 
On the level quivering line 
Of the waters crystalline ; 
And before that chasm of light, 
As within a furnace bright. 
Column, tower, and dome, and spire, 
Shine like obelisks of fire, 
Pointing with inconstant motion 
From the altar of dark ocean 
To the sapphire-tinted skies ; 
As the flames of sacrifice 
From the marble shrines did rise. 
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As to pierce the dome of gold 
Where Apollo spoke of old. 

Sun-girt City I thou hast been 
Ocean's child, and then his queen. 
Now is come a darker day ; 
And thou soon must be his prey, 
If the power that raised thee here 
Hallow so thy watery bier. 
A less drear ruin then than now. 
With thy conquest-branded brow 
Stooping to the slave of slaves 
From thy throne, among the waves 
Wilt thou be when the sea-mew 
Flies, as once before it flew, 
O'er thine isles depopulate, 
And all is in its ancient state ; 
Save where many a palace-gate 
With green sea-flowers overgrown 
Like a rock of ocean's own, 
Topples o'er the abandoned sea 
As the tides change sullenly. 
The fisher on his watery way 
Wandering at the close of day 
Will spread his sail and seize his oar 
Till he pass the gloomy shore. 
Lest thy dead should, from their sleep 
Bursting o'er the starlight deep, 
Lead a rapid masque of death 
O'er the waters of his path. 
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Those who alone thy towers behold 

Quivering through aerial gold, 

As I now behold them here, 

Would iniagine not they were 

Sepulchres where human forms, 

Like pollution-nourished worms. 

To the corpse of greatness cling, 

Murdered and now mouldering. 

But, if Freedom should awake 

In her omnipotence, and shake 

From the Celtic Anarch's hold 

All the keys of dungeons cold 

Where a hundred cities lie 

Chained like thee ingloriously. 

Thou and all thy sister band 

Might adorn this sunny land, 

Twining memories of old time 

With new virtues more sublime. 

If not, perish thou and they, — 

Clouds which stain truth's rising day, 

By her sun consumed away ! 

Earth can spare ye ; while, like flowers, 

In the waste of years and hours, 

From your dust new nations spring 

With more kindly blossoming. 

Perish ! Let there only be. 
Floating o'er thy hearthless sea 
As the garment of thy sky 
Clothes the world immortally, 



THE EUGANEAN HILLS. 6 1 

One remembrance, more sublime 
Than the tattered pall of time 
Which scarce hides thy visage wan : 
That a tempest-cleaving swan 
Of the songs of Albion, 
Driven from his ancestral streams 
By the might of evil dreams, 
Found a nest in thee ; and ocean 
Welcomed him with such emotion 
That its joy grew his, and sprung 
From his lips like music flung 
O'er a mighty thunder-fit. 
Chastening terror. What though yet 
Poesy's unfailing river. 
Which through Albion winds for ever. 
Lashing with melodious wave 
Many a sacred poet's grave, 
Mourn its latest nursling fled ? 
What though thou with all thy dead 
Scarce canst for this fame repay 
Aught thine own, — oh ! rather say. 
Though thy sins and slaveries foul 
Overcloud a sunlike soul ? 
As the ghost of Homer clings 
Round Scamander's wasting springs ; 
As divinest Shakspeare's might 
Fills Avon and the world with light. 
Like Omniscient Power, which he 
Imaged 'mid mortality ; 
As the love from Petrarch's urn 
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Yet amid yon hills doth bum, 

A quenchless lamp by which the heart 

Sees things unearthly ; — so thou art, 

Mighty spirit I so shall be 

The city that did refuge thee ! 

Lo, the sun floats up the sky, 
Like thought-wingM Liberty, 
Till the universal light 
Seems to level plain and height. 
From the sea a mist has spread, 
And the beams of morn lie dead 
On the towers of Venice now. 
Like its glory long ago. 
By the skirts of that grey cloud 
Many-dom^d Padua proud 
Stands, a peopled solitude 
'Mid the harvest-shining plain ; 
Where the peasant heaps his grain 
In the gamer of his foe, 
And the milk-white oxen slow 
With the purple vintage strain 
Heaped upon the creaking wain, 
That the brutal Celt may swill 
Drunken sleep with savage will. 
And the sickle to the sword 
Lies unchanged, though many a lord, 
Like a weed whose shade is poison, 
Overgrows this region's foison, 
Sheaves of whom snre ripe to come 
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To destruction's harvest-home. 
Men must reap the things they sow j 
Force from force must ever flow, 
Or worse ; but 'tis a bitter woe 
That love or reason cannot change 
The despot's rage, the slave's revenge. 



I'adua ! (thou within whose walls 
Those mute guests at festivals, 
Son and Mother, Death and Sin, 
Played at dice for Ezzelin, 
Till Death cried, « I win, I win 1 " 
And Sin cursed to lose the wager ; 
But Death promised, to assuage her, 
That he would petition for 
Hef to be made Vice-Emperor, 
When the destined years were o'er. 
Over all between the Po 
And the eastern Alpine snow, 
Under the mighty Austrian : — 
Sin smiled so as Sin only can ; 
And, since that time, ay long before, 
Both have ruled from shore to shqre,- 
That incestuous pair who follow 
Tyrants as the sun the swallow. 
As repentance follows crime. 
And as changes follow time :) — 
In thine halls the lamp of Learning, 
Padua, now no more is burning. 
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Like a meteor whose wild way 

Is lost over the grave of day, 

It gleams betrayed and to betray. 

Once remotest nations came 

To adore that sacred flame, 

When it lit not many a hearth 

On this cold and gloomy earth ; 

Now new fires from antique light 

Spring beneath the wide world's might,- 

But their spark lies dead in thee. 

Trampled out by Tyranny. 

As the Norway woodman quells, 

In the depth of piny dells, 

One light flame among the brakes, 

While the boundless forest shakes, 

And its mighty trunks are torn 

By the fire thus lowly born ; — 

The spark beneath his feet is dead ; 

He starts to see the flames it fed 

Howling through the darkened sky 

With myriad tongues victoriously, 

And sinks down in fear ; — so thou, 

O Tyranny ! beholdest now 

Light around thee, and thou hearest 

The loud flames ascend, and fearest. 

Grovel on the earth ; ay, hide 

In the dust thy purple pride ! 

Noon descends around me now. 
'Tis the noon of autumn's glow ; 
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When a soft ai\d purple mist, 
Like a vaporous amethyst, 
Or an atr-dissolv^d star 
Mingling light and fragrance, far 
From the curved horizon's bound 
To the point of heaven's profound 
Fills the overflowing sky. 
And the plains that silent lie 
Underneath ; the leaves unsodden 
Where the infant Frost has trodden 
With his morning-winged feet 
Whose bright print is gleaming yet ; 
And the red and golden vines, 
Piercing with their trellised lines 
The rough dark-skirted wilderness ; 
The dun and bladed grass no less, 
Pointing from this hoary tower 
In the windless air ; the flower 
Glimmering at my feet ; the line 
Of the olive-sandalled Apennine 
In the. south dimly islanded ; 
And the Alps, whose snows are spread 
High between the clouds and sun ; 
And of living things each one ; 
And my spirit, which so long 
Darkened this swift stream of song, — 
Interpenetrated lie 
By the glory of the sky : 
Be it love, light, harmony. 
Odour, or the soul of all 
(38) c 
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Which from heaven like dew doth fall. 

Or the mind which feeds this verse 

Peopling the lone univ^^e. 

Noon descends ; and after noon 

Autumn's evening meets me soon, 

Leading the infantine moon, 

And that one star which to her 

Almost seems to minister 

Half the crimson light she brings 

From the sunset's radiant springs. 

And the soft dreams of the mom 

'(Which like wingM winds had borne, 

To that silent isle which lies 

'Mid remembered agonies, 

The frail bark of this lone being) 

Pass, to other sufferers fleeing ; 

And its ancient pilot. Pain, 

Sits beside the helm agsdn. 

Other flowering isles must be 

In the sea of Life and Agony ; 

Other spirits float and flee 

O'er that gul£ Even now perhaps 

On some rock the wild wave wraps. 

With folded wings, they waiting sit 

For my bark, to pilot it 

To some calm and blooming cove ; 

Where for me and those I love 

May a windless bower be built, 

Far from passion, pain, and guilt. 
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In a dell 'mid lawny hills 

Which the wild sea-murmur fills, 

And soft sunshine, and the sound 

Of old forests echoing round, 

And the light and smell divine 

Of all flowers that breathe and shine. 

We may live so happy there 

That the Spirits of the Air, 

Envying us, may even entice 

To our healing paradise 

The polluting multitude. 

But tiieir rage would be subdued 

By that clime divine and calm. 

And the winds whose wings rain balm 

On the uplifted soul, and leaves 

Under which the bright sea heaves; 

While each breathless interval 

In their whisperings musical 

The inspired soul supplies 

With its own deep melodies, 

And the love which heals all strife, 

Circling, like the breath of life, 

All things in that sweet abode 

With its own mild brotherhood. 

They, not it, would change ; and soon 

Every sprite beneath the moon 

Would repent its envy vain. 

And the earth grow young again. 

October^ z8i8. 
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STANZAS. 

WRITTEN IN DEJECTION NEAR NAPLES. 

1. The sun is warm, the sky is clear, 

The waves are dancing fast and bright ; 
Blue isles and snowy mountains wear 

The purple noon's transparent might ; 

The breath of the moist earth is light 
Around its unexpanded buds ; 

Like many a voice of one delight, 
The winds', the birds', the ocean floods', 
The city's voice itself, is soft like Solitude's. 

2. I see the deep's .untrampled floor 

With green and purple sea-weeds 
strown ; 
I see the waves upon the shore, 

Like light dissolved, in star- showers 

thrown. 
I sit upon the sands alone. 
The lightning of the noontide ocean 
Is flashing round me, and a tone 
■ Arises from its measured motion, — 
How sweet, did any heart now share in my 
emotion ! 

3. Alas I I have nor hope nor health. 

Nor peace within nor calm around ; 



STANZAS. 69 

Nor that content, surpassing wealth, 
The sage in meditation found. 
And walked with inward glory crowned ; 
Nor fame nor power nor love nor leisure. 

Others I see whom these surround — 
Smiling they live, and call life pleasure ; — 
To me that cup has been dealt in another 
measure. 

4. Yet now despair itself is mild, 

Even as the winds and waters are ; 
I could lie down like a tired child, 
And weep away the life of care 
Which I have borne and yet must 
bear, — 
Till death like sleep might steal on me, 

And I might feel in the warm air 
My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea 
Breathe o'er my dying brain its last 
monotony. 

5. Some might lament that I were cold, 

As I when this sweet day is gone. 
Which my lost heart, too soon grown 
• old, 

Insults with this untimely moan. 

They might lament — for I am one 
Whom men love not, and yet regret ; 

Unlike this day, which, when the sun 
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Shall on its stainless glory set, 
Will linger, though enjoyed, like joy in 
memory yet. 

December^ 1818. 

M 

MISERY. 

1. Come, be happy, — sit near me. 
Shadow-vested Misery : 

Coy, unwilling, silent bride, 
Mourning in thy robe of pride, 
Desolation deified ! 

2. Come, be happy, — ^sit near me : 
Sad as I may seem to thee, 

I am happier far than thou, 
Lady whose imperial brow 
Is endiademed with woe. 

3. Misery ! we have known each other, 
Like a sister and a brother 

Living in the same lone home. 
Many years ; we must live some 
Hours or ages yet to come. 

4. 'Tis an evil lot, and yet 
Let us make the best of it ; 
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If love can live when pleasure dies, 
We two will love, till in our eyes 
This heart's hell seem paradise. 



5. Come, be happy, — lie thee down 
On the fresh grass newly mown, 
Where the grasshopper doth sing 
Merrily — one joyous thing 
In a world of sorrowing. 



6. There our tent shall be the willow, 
And mine arm shall be thy pillow ; 
Sounds and odours, sorrowful 
Because they once were sweet, shall lull 
Us to slumber deep and dull. 



7. Ha ! thy frozen pulses flutter 
With a love thou dar'st not utter. 
Thou art murmuring — thou art weeping- 
Is thine icy bosom leaping. 

While my burning heart lies sleeping ? 

8. Kiss me — oh I thy lips are cold ! 
Round my neck thine arms enfold — 
They are soft, but chill and dead ; 
And thy tears upon my head 

Bum like points of frozen lead. 



72 MISERY, 

9. Hasten to the bridal bed — 

Underneath the grave 'tis spread : 
In darkness may our love be hid. 
Oblivion be our coverlid — 
We may rest, and none forbid. 

10. Clasp me, till our hearts be grown 
Like two lovers into one ; 

Till this dreadful transport may 
Like a vapour fade away 
In the sleep that lasts alway. 

1 1. We may dream in that long sleep 
That we are not those who weep ; 
Even as Pleasure dreams of thee, 
Life-deserting Misery, 

Thou mayst dream of her with me, 

12. Let us laugh and make our mirth 
At the shadows of the earth ; 

As dogs bay the moonlight clouds 
Which, like spectres wrapped in shrouds, 
Pass o'er night in multitudes. 

13. All the wide world, beside us, 
Show like multitudinous 
Puppets passing from a scene ; 
What but mockery can they mean 
Where I am — where thou hast been ? 
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LINES 

WRITTEN DURING THE CASTLEREAGH 
ADMINISTRATION. 

1. Corpses are cold in the tomb ; 
Stones on the pavement are dumb ; 
Abortions are dead in the womb, 

And their mothers look pale — like the white 
shore 
Of Albion, free no more. 

2. Ifer sons are as stones in the way — 
They are masses of senseless clay — 
They are trodden, and move not away ; 

The abortion with which s/ie travaileth 
Is Liberty, smitten to death. 

3. Then trample and dance, thou oppressor, 
For thy victim is no redressor ! 

Thou art sole lord and possessor 

73 C2 
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Of her corpses and clods and abortions — ^they 
pave 
Thy path to the grave, 

4. Hear'st thou the festival din 

Of Death and Destruction and Sin 
And Wealth crying " Havoc ! *' within ? 
Tis the bacchanal triumph which makes Truth 
dumb, 
Thine epithalamium. 

5, Ay, marry thy ghastly Wife ! 
Let Fear and Disquiet and Strife 
Spread thy couch in the chamber of Life ! 

Marry Ruin, thou tyrant ! and God be thy 
guide 
To the bed of the bride ! 
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SONG—TO THE MEN OF ENGLAND. 

1. Men of England, wherefore plough 
For the lords who lay ye low ? 
Wherefore weave with toil and care 
The rich robes your tyrants wear ? 

2. Wherefore feed and clothe and save, 
From the cradle to the grave, 
Those ungrateful drones who would 
Drain your sweat — nay, drink your blood ? 
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3. Wherefore, Bees of England, forge 

Many a weapon, chain, and scourge, 
That these stingless drones may spoil 
The forced produce of your toil ? 

4, Have ye leisure, comfort, calm. 
Shelter, food, love's gentle balm ? 
Or what is it ye buy so dear 
With your pain and with your fear ? 

5, The seed ye sow another reaps ; 
The wealth ye find another keeps ; 
The robes ye weave another wears ; 
The arms ye forge, another bears, 

6, Sow seed,— but let no tyrant reap ; 
Find wealth, — let no impostor heap ; 
Weave robes, — let not the idle wear ; 
Forge arms, in your defence to bear. 

7. Shrink to your cellars, holes, and cells ; 
In halls ye deck another dwells. 

Why shake the chains ye wrought ? Ye see 
The steel ye tempered glance on ye. 

8. With plough and spade and hoe and loom, 
Trace your grave, and build your tomb, 
And weave your winding- sheet, till fair 
England be your sepulchre ! 



76 SIMILES. 

SIMILES FOR TWO POLITICAL 
CHARACTERS OF i8ig, 

1. As from an ancestral oak 

Two empty ravens sound their clarion, 
Yell by yell and croak by croak, 
When they scent the noonday smoke 

Of fresh human carrion : — 

2. As two gibbering night-birds flit 

From their bowers of deadly hue 
Through the night to frighten it, 
When the moon is. in a fit. 

And the stars are none or few : — 

3. As a shark and dogfish wait 

Under an Atlantic isle 
For the negro-ship whose freight 
Is the theme of their debate, 

Wrinkling their red gills the while — 

4. Are ye, two vultures sick for battle, 

Two scorpions under one wet stone, 
Two bloodless wolves whose dry throats 

rattle, 
Two crows perched on the murrained 
cattle. 
Two vipers tangled into one. 
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An old, mad, blind, despised, and dying 
king,— 
Princes, the dregs of their dull race, who 
flow 
Through public scorn, mud from a muddy 
spring, — 
Rulers who neither see nor feel nor know, 
But leech-like to their fainting country cling. 
Till they drop, blind in blood, without a 
blow, — 
A people starved and stabbed in the untilled 

field,— 
' An army which libertlcide and prey 
Make as a two-edged sword to all who wield, — 
Golden and sanguine laws which tempt and 
slay,— 
Religion Christless, Godless, a book sealed, — 
A Senate — time's worst statute unrepealed, — 
Are graves from which a glorious Phantom 

may 
Burst to illumine our tempestuous day. 
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GOD SAVE THE QUEEN. 

1. God prosper, speed, and save, 
God raise from England's grave, 

Her murdered Queen I 
Pave with swift victory 
The steps of Liberty, 
Whom Britons own to be 

Immortal Queen ! 

2. See, she ccMOies throned on high 
On swift Eternity ! 

God save the Queen ! 
Millions on millions wait. 
Firm, rapid," and elate, 
On her majestic state — 

God save the Queen 1 

3. She is Thine own pure soul 
Moulding the mighty whole. 

God save the Queen [ 
She is Thine own deep love 
Rained down from heaven above. 
Wherever she rest or move, 

God save our Queen I 

4. Wilder her enemies 

In their own dark disguise 1 

God save our Queen ! 



1 
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All earthly things that dare 
Her sacred name to bear, 
Strip them, as kings are, bare ; 

God save the Queen ! 

5. Be her eternal throne 
Built in our hearts alone — 

God save the Queen ! 
Let the oppressor hold 
Canopied seats of gold ; 
She sits enthroned of old 

O'er our hearts Queen. 

6. Lips touched by seraphim 
Breathe out the choral hymn 

" God save the Queen ! '* 
Sweet as if angels sang, 
Loud as that trumpet's clang 
Wakening the world's dead gang, — 

God save the Queen ! 
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AN ODE TO THE ASSERTERS OF 
LIBERTY. 

I. 

Arise, arise, arise ! 
There is blood on the earth that denies ye 
bread ! 
Be your wounds like eyes 
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To weep for the dead, the dead, the dead. 

What other grief were it just to pay ? 

Your sons, your wives, your brethren, were 

they! 
Who said they were slain on the battle-day ? 

2. 

Awaken, awaken, awaken ! 
The slave and the tyrant are twin-bom foes. 

Be the cold chains shaken 
To the dust where your kindred repose, 

repose : 
Their bones in the grave will start and move 
When they hear the voices of those they love 
Most loud in the holy combat above. 

3- 
Wave, wave high the banner 
When Freedom is riding to conquest by : 
Though the slaves that fan her 
Be Famine and Toil, giving sigh for sigh. 
And ye who attend her imperial car. 
Lift not your hands in the banded war. 
But in her defence whose children ye are. 

4- 
Glory, glory, glory. 

To those who have greatly suffered and done ! 

Never name in story 
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Was greater than that which ye shall have won. 
Conquerors have conquered their foes alone, 
Whose revenge, pride, and power, they have 

overthrown : 
Ride ye, more victorious, over your own. 



Bind, bind every brow 
With crownals of violet, ivy, and pine : 

Hide the blood-stains now 
With hues which sweet Nature has made 

divine 
Green strength, azure hope, and eternity. 
But let not the pansy* among them be ; 
Ye were injured, and that means memory. 
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ODE TO HEAVEN. 
Chorus of Spirits. 

I^irs^ Spirit, 

Palace-roof of cloudless nights ! 
Paradise of golden lights ! 
Deep, immeasureable, vast. 

Which art now, and which wert then I 
Of the present and the past. 

Of the eternal where and when, 



82 ODE TO HEAVEN. 

Presence-chamber, temple, home! 

Ever-canopying dome 

Of acts and ages yet to come 1 

Glorious shapes have life in thee : — - 
Earth, and all earth's company ; 
Living globes which ever throng 

Thy deep chasms and wildernesses ; 
And green worlds that glide along ; 

And swift stars with flashing tresses 
And icy moons most cold and bright ; 
And mighty suns beyond the night, 
Atoms of intensest light 

Even thy name is as a god, 
Heaven ! for thou art the abode , 
Of that Power which is the glass 

Wherein man his nature sees. 
Generations as they pass 

Worship thee with bended knees. 
Their unremaining gods and they 
Like a river roll away ; 
Thou remainest such alway. 

Second Spirit. 

Thou art but the mind's first chamber. 
Round which its young fancies clamber, 
Like weak insects in a cave 
Lighted up by stalactites ; 
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But the portal of the grave, — 

Where a world of new delights 
Will make thy best glories seem 
But a dim and noonday gleam 
From the shadow of a dream ! 



Third Spirit 

Peace ! the abyss is wreathed with scorn 
At your presumption, atom-bom ! 
What is heaven ? and what are ye 

Who its brief expanse inherit ? 
What are suns and spheres which flee 

With the instinct of that Spirit 
Of which ye are but a part ? 
Drops which Nature's mighty heart 
Drives through thinnest veins. Depart ! 

What is heaven ? A globe of dew, 

Filling in the morning new 

Some eyed flower whose young leaves waken 

On an unimagined world : — 
Constellated suns unshaken, 

Orbits measureless, are furled 
In that frail and fading sphere, 
With ten millions gathered there. 
To tremble, gleam, and disappear. 
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ODE TO THE WEST WIND. 

I. 

O WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's 
being, 
Thou from whose unseen presence the 
leaves dead 
Are driven like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes ! O thou 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 

The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low, 

Each like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow 

Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill ; 

Wild Spirit which ah moving everywhere ; 
Destroyer and preserver ; hear, oh hear ! 

2. 

Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky's 

commotion, 
Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are 

shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of heaven and 

ocean. 
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Angels of rain and lightning 1 there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 
Like the bright hair uplifted from 'the bead 

Of some fierce Msenad, even from the dim 

verge 
Of the horizon to the zenith's height, 
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou 

dirge 

Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre. 
Vaulted with all thy congregated might 

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 
Black rain, and fire, and hail, will burst : Oh 
hear ! 

3- 
Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 

The blue Mediterranean, where he lay. 
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams. 

Beside a pumice isle in Baiae*s bay, 
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave's intenser day, 

All overgrown with azuie moss, and flowers 
So sweet the sense faints picturing them ! 
Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers 
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Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean know 

Thy voice, and suddenly grow grey with fear, 
And tremble and despoil themselves : Oh hear! 



If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear ; 
If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee ; 
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 

The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uncontrollable ! if even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven, 
As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed 
Scarce seemed a vision, — I would ne'er have 
striven 

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
Oh ! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud 1 
I fall upon the thorns of life ! I bleed ! 

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee — tameless, and swift, and 
proud, 

5- 
Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is i 

What if my leaves are falling like its own ? 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 
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Will take from both a deep autumnal tone, 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce, 
My spirit 1 Be thou me, impetuous one ! 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe. 

Like withered leaves, to quicken a new birth ; 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth 

Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind ! 

Be through my lips to unawakened earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy ! O Wind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind ? 
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AN EXHORTATION. 

Chameleons feed on light and air ; 

Poets' food is love and fame. 
If in this wide world of care 

Poets could but find the same 
With as little toil as they, 

Would they ever change their hue 

As the light chameleons do, 
Suiting it to every ray 

Twenty times a-day ? 

Poets are on this cold earth 
As chameleons might be 
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Hidden from their early birth 
In a cave beneath the sea. • 

Where light is, chameleons change ; 
"Where love is not, poets do. 
Fame is love disguised : if few 

Find either, never think it strange 
That poets range. 

Yet dare not stain with wealth or power 

A poet's free and heavenly mind. 
If bright chameleons should devour 

Any food but beams and wind, 
They would grow as earthly soon 

As their brother lizards are. 

Children of a sunnier star, 

Spirits from beyond the moon, 

Oh ! refuse the boon 1 
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I ARISE from dreams of thee 
In the first sweet sleep of night, 
"When the winds are breathing low, 

And the stars are shining bright. 
I arise from dreams of thee, 
And a spirit in my feet 
Hath led me — who knows how ? 
To thy chamber window sweet ! 
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The wandering airs they faint 
On the dark, the silent stream — 

The champak odours fail 
Like sweet thoughts in a dream ; 

The nightingale's complaint 

It dies upon her heart, 
As I must die on thine, 

Beloved as thou art ! 

Oh lift me from the grass 1 

I die, I faint, I fail 1 
Let thy love in kisses rain 

On my lips and eyelids pale. 
My cheek is cold and white, alas I 
My heart beats loud and fast : 
Oh ! press it close to thine again^ 
Where it will break at last 
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LINBS WRITTEN FOR MISS SOPHIA 

STAGEY. 

I. Thou art fair, and few are fairer, 
Of the nymphs of earth or ocean. 

They are robes that fit the wearer — 
Those soft limbs of thine, whose motion 

Ever falls and shifts and glances. 

As the life within them dances. 
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deep eyes, a double planet, 
raze the wisest into madness 
h soft clear fire. The winds that fan it 
xe those thoughts of gentle gladness 
ich, like zephyrs on the billow, 
ce thy gentle soul their pillow. 

'hatever face thou paintest 

n those eyes grows pale with pleasure, 

le fainting soul is faintest 

^hpn it hears thy harp's wild measure, 

ader not that, when thou speakest, 

lie weak my heart is weakest 

dew beneath the wind of morning, 
lS the sea which whirlwinds waken, 
the birds at thunder's warning, 
ls aught mute but deeply shaken, 
one who feels an unseen spirit, 
ny heart when thine is near it 

I. Fonda, Florence. 



^ 
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LOVE'S PHILOSOPHY, 

The fountains mingle with the river, 

And the rivers with the ocean ; 
The winds of heaven mix for ever 

"With a sweet emotion ; 
Nothing in the world is single ; 

All things by a law divine 
In one another's being mingle — 
Why not I with thine ? 

See, the mountains kiss high heaven, 
And the waves clasp one another 4 
No sister flower would be forgiven 
If it disdained its brother ; 
And the sunlight clasps the earth, 

And the moonbeams kiss the sea ; — 
What are all these kissings worth, 
If thou kiss not me ? 

January, 1820. 91 
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ODE TO LIBERTY. 

Yet, Freedom, yet, thy banner, torn but flying. 
Streams like a thunder-storm against the wind« — ^BVSON. 

I. 

A GLORIOUS people vibrated again 

The lightning of the nations : Liberty, 
From heart to heart, from tower to tower, 
o'er Spain, 
Scattering contagious fire into the sky. 
Gleamed. My soul spurned the chains of 
its dismay, 
And in the rapid plumes of song 
Clothed itself, sublime and strong, — 
As a young eagle soars the morning doads 
among, 
Hovering inverse o'er its accustomed prey : 
Till from its station in the heaven of 
Fame 
The Spirit's whirlwind rapt it ; and the ray 

Of the remotest sphere of living flame 
Which paves the void was from behind it 
fiung, 
As foam from a ship's swiftness, when 
there came 
A voice out of the deep; I will record the 
same. 
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2. 

«*The sun and the serenest moon sprang 
forth ; 
The burning stars of the abyss were 
hurled 
Into the depths of heaven ; the daedal earth, 

That island in the ocean of the world, 
Hung in its cloud of all-sustaining air. 
But this divinest universe 
Was yet a chaos and a curse, 
For Thou wert not : but, power from worst 
producing worse, 
The spirit of the beasts was kindled there. 
And of the birds, and of the watery 
forms, — 
And there was war among them, and despair 
Within them, raging without truce or 
terms. 
The bosom of their violated nurse 

Groaned, for beasts warred on beasts, and 
worms on worms, 
And men on men ; each heart was as a hell of 
storms. 

3. 

" Man, the imperial shape, then multiplied 
His generations under the pavilion 

Of the sun's throne : palace and pyramid, 
Temple and prison, to many a swarming 
million 



94 ODE TO LIBERTY. 

Were as to mountain- wolves their ragged 
caves. 
This human living multitude 
Was savage, cunning, blind, and rude, — 
]Por Thou wert not; but o*er the populous 
solitude, 
Like one fierce cloud over a waste of waves. 

Hung Tyranny ; beneath sate deified 
The Sister-pest, congregator of slaves 

Into the shadow of her pinions wide. 
Anarchs and priests, who feed on gold and 
blood 
Till with the stain their inmost souls are 
dyed, 
Drove the astonished herds of men from every 
side. 

4. 
" The nodding promontories and blue isles 
And cloud-like mountains and dividuous 
waves 
Of Greece basked glorious in the open- 
; smiles 

Of favouring heaven : from their enchanted 
caves 
Prophetic echoes flung dim melody 
On the unapprehensive wild. 
The vine, the com, the olive mild, 
Grew, savage yet, to human use unrecon- 
ciled ; 
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And, like unfolded flowers beneath the sea, 
Like the man's thought dark in the infant's 
brain, 
Like aught that is which wraps what is to be, 
Art's deathless dreams lay veiled by many 
a vein 
Of Parian stone : and, yet a speechless 
child. 
Verse murmured, and Philosophy did 
strain 
Her lidless eyes for Thee ; — when o'er the 
iEgean main 



5. 

" Athens arose : a city such as vision 

Builds from the purple crags and silver 
towers 
Of battlemented cloud, as in derision 

Of kingliest masonry ; the ocean floors 
Pave it ; the evening sky pavilions it ; 
Its portals are inhabited 
By thunder-zon^d winds, each head 
Within its cloudy wings with sun-fire garlanded, 
A divine work ! Athens diviner yet 

Gleamed with its crest of columns, on the 
will 
Of man as on a mount of diamond set ; 
For Thou wert, and thine all-creative 
skill 
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Peopled, with forms that mock the eternal 
dead 
In marble immortality, that hill 
Which was thine earliest throne and latest 
oracle. 

6. 

" Within the surface of time's fleeting river 

Its wrinkled image lies, as then it lay, 
Immovably unquiet, and for ever 

It trembles, but it cannot pass away. 
The voices of thy bards and sages thunder 
With an earth-awakening blast 
Through the caverns of the past ; 
Religion veils her eyes, Oppression shrinks 
aghast : 
A winged sound of joy and love and wonder, 
Which soars where expectation never flew, 
Rending the veil of space and time asunder. 
One ocean feeds the clouds and streams 
and dew, 
One sun illumines heaven ; one Spirit vast 
With life and love makes chaos ever 
new; — 
As Athens doth the world with thy delight 
renew. 

7. 

** Then Rome was, and from thy deep bosom 
fairest, 
Like a wolf-cub from a Cadmean Maenad, 
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She drew the milk of greatness, though thy 
dearest 
From that elysian food was yet unwean^d ; 
And many a deed of terrible uprightness 
By thy sweet love was sanctified ; 
And in thy smile and by thy side 
Saintly Camillus lived, and firm Attilius died. 
But, when tears stained thy robe of vestal 
whiteness, 
And gold profaned thy capitolian throne, 
Thou didst desert, with spirit winged light 
ness, 
The senate of the tyrants : they sunk 
prone. 
Slaves of one tyrant Palatinus sighed 
Faint echoes of Ionian song ; that tone 
Thou didst delay to hear, lamenting to disown. 

8. 

" From what Hyrcanian glen or frozen hill, 
Or piny promontory of the Arctic main. 
Or utmost islet inaccessible, 

Didst thou lament the ruin of thy reign. 
Teaching the woods and waves, and desert 
rocks. 
And every Naiad's ice-cold urn 
To talk in echoes sad and stem, 
Of that sublimest law which man had dared 
unlearn ? 
(38) D 
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For neither didst thou watch the wiiard 
flocks 
Of the ' Scald's dreams, nor haunt the 
Druid's sleep. 
What if the tears rained through thy 
shattered locks 
Were quickly dried ? for thou didst groan, 
not weep, 
When from its sea of death, to kill and bum, 
The Galilean serpent forth did creep. 
And made thy world an undistinguishable heapi 



" A thousand years the Earth cried * Where 
art thou ? ' 
And then the shadow of thy coming fell 
On Saxon Alfred's olive-cinctured brow : 

And many a warrior-peopled citadel. 
Like rocks which fire lifts out of the flat deep, 
Arose in sacred Italy, 
Frowning o'er the tempestuous sea 
Of kings and priests and slaves, in tower- 
crowned majesty. 
That multitudinous anarchy did sweep 
And burst around their walls like idle 
foam, 
Whilst from the human spirit's deepest deep 
Strange melody with love and awe struck 
dumb 
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Dissonant arms ; and Art, which cannot die, 
With divine wand traced on our earthly 
home 
Fit imagery to pave heaven's everlasting dome. 



10. 

" Thou Huntress swifter than the Moon ! 
thou terror 
Of the world's wolves ! thou bearer of the 
quiver 
Whose sunlike shafts pierce tempest- winged 
Error, 
As light may pierce the clouds when they 
dissever 
In the calm regions of the orient day ! 
Luther caught thy wakening glance : 
Like lightning from his leaden lance 
Reflected, it dissolved the visions of the trance 
In which, as in a tomb, the nations lay ; 
And England's prophets hailed thee as their 

queen, 
In songs whose music cannot pass away 
Though it must flow for ever. Not un- 
seen. 
Before the spirit- sighted countenance 

Of Milton, didst thou pass from the sad 
scene 
Beyond whose night he saw, with a dejected 
mien. 
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II. 

" The eager Hours and unreluctant Years 

As on a dawn-illumined mountain stood. 
Trampling to silence their loud hopes and 
fears, 
Darkening each other with their multi- 
tude, — 
And cried aloud * Liberty ! ' Indignation 
Answered Pity from her cave ; 
Death grew pale within the grave. 
And desolation howled to the destroyer * Save ! ' 
When, like heaven's sun girt by the exhala- 
tion 
Of its own glorious light, thou didst arise. 
Chasing thy foes from nation unto nation 
Like shadows : as if day had cloven the 
skies 
At dreaming midnight o'er the western wave, 
Men started, staggering with a glad 
surprise, 
Under the lightnings of thine unfamiliar eyes. 

12. 

" Thou heaven of earth I what spells could 
pall thee then 
In ominous eclipse ? A thousand years 
Bred from the slime of deep Oppression's den 
Dyed all thy liquid light with blood and 
tears. 
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Till thy sweet stars could weep the stain 
away. 
How, like Bacchanals of bloody 
Round France, the ghastly vintage, 
stood 
Destruction's sceptred slaves, and Folly's 
mitred brood ! 
When one, like them, but mightier far than 
they. 
The Anarch of thine own bewildered 
powers. 
Rose : armies mingled in obscure array. 
Like clouds with clouds darkening the 
sacred bowers 
Of serene heaven. He, by the past pur- 
sued. 
Rests with those dead but unforgotten 
hours 
Whose ghosts scare victor kings in their 
ancestral towers. 



13- 

'< England yet sleeps : was she not called of 
old? 
Spain calls her now, — as with its thrilling 
thunder 
Vesuvius wakens ^Etna, and the cold 

Snow-crags by its reply are cloven in 
sunder : 
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O'er the lit waves every iEolian isle 
From Pithecusa to Pelorus 
Howls and leaps and glares in chorus : 
They cry,- 'Be dim ye lamps of heaven sus- 
pended o'er us ! 
Her chains are threads of gold, — she need 
but smile, 
And they dissolve ; but Spain's were links 
of steel, 
Till bit to dust by virtue's keenest file. 

Twins of a single destiny ! appeal 
To the eternal years enthroned before us 
In the dim West I Impress us from a 
seal, 
All ye have thought and done ! Time cannot 
dare conceal. 



14. 

" Tomb of Arminius ! render up thy dead, — 
Till, like a standard from a watch-tower's 
staff, 
His soul may stream over the tyrant's 
head! 
Thy victory shall be his epitaph I 
Wild Bacchanal of truth's mysterious wine, 
King-deluded Germany, 
His dead spirit lives in thee ! 
Why do we fear or hope ? Thou an already 
free ! — 
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And thou, lost paradise of this divine 

And glorious world ! thou flowery wilder- 
ness ! 
Thou island of eternity ! thou shrine 

Where Desolation, clothed with loveliness. 
Worships the thing thou wert I O Italy, 
Gather thy blood into thy heart ; repress 
The beasts who make their dens thy sacred 
palaces ! 

IS- 

'^ Oh that the free would stamp the impious 
name 
Of * King ' into the dust ; or write it tkerey 
So that this blot upon the page of fame 

Were as a serpent's path which the light air 
Erases, and the flat sands close behind ! 
Ye the oracle have heard : 
Lift the victory-flashing sword. 
And cut the snaky knots of this foul gordian 
word, 
Which, weak itself as stubble, yet can bind 

Into a mass irrefragably Arm 
The axes and the rods which awe mankind. 
The sound has poison in it ; 'tis the sperm 
Of what makes life foul, cankerous, and 
abhorred. 
Disdain not Thou, at thine appointed 
term, 
To set thine arm^d heel on this reluctant worm. 
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i6. 

*'0h that the wise from their bright minds 
would kindle 
Such lamps within the dome of this dim 
world 
That the pale name of Priest might shrink 
and dwindle 
Into the hell from which it first was hurled, 
A scoff of impious pride from fiends impure ! 
Till human thoughts might kneel alone, 
Each before the judgment-throne 
Of its own aweless soul, or of the Power 
unknown. 
Oh that the words which make the thoughts 
obscure 
From which they spring, as clouds of 
glimmering dew 
From a white lake blot heaven's blue 
portraiture. 
Were stripped of their thin masks and 
various hue, 
And frowns and smiles and splendours not 
their own, 
Till in the nakedness of false and true 
They stand before their lord, each to receive 
its due 1 

17. 

"He who taught man to vanquish whatsoever 
Can be between the cradle and the grave 
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Crowned him the King of Life. Oh vain 
endeavour. 
If on his own high will, a willing slave, 
He has enthroned the oppression and the 
oppressor ! 
What if earth can clothe and feed 
Amplest millions at their need, 
And power in thought be as the tree within 
the seed, — 
Or what if Art, an ardent intercessor, 

Diving on fiery wings to Nature's throne. 
Checks the great Mother stooping to caress 
her, 
And cries, ' Give me, thy child, dominion 
Over all height and depth' — if Life can 
breed 
New wants, and Wealth, from those who 
toil and groan 
Rend, of thy gifts and hers, a thousandfold 
for one ? 

i8. 

" Come Thou ! But lead out of the inmost 
cave 
Of man's deep spirit — as the morning 
star 
Beckons the Sun from the Eoan wave — 
Wisdom. I hear the pennons of her 
car, 

D2 
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Self-moving, like cloud charioted by flame ! 
Comes she not ? And come ye not, 
Rulers of eternal thought, 
To judge with solemn truth Life's ill-app<Mtioned 
lot, — 
Blind Love, and equal justice, and the Fame 
Of what has been, the Hope of what will be ? 
O Liberty — (if such could be thy name 
Wert thou disjoined from these, or they 
from thee) — 
If thine or theirs were treasures to be bought 
By blood or tears, have not the wise and 
free 
Wept tears, and blood like tears ? '* — The 
solemn harmony 

19. 

Paused, and the Spirit of that mighty singling 

To its abyss was suddenly withdrawn. 
Then, as a wild swan, when sublimely 
winging 
Its path athwart the thunder-smoke of 
dawn. 
Sinks headlong through the aerial golden 
light 
On the heavy-sounding plain, 
When the bolt has pierced its brain ; 
As summer clouds dissolve unburthened of 
their rain ; 
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As a far taper fades with fading night ; 
As a brief insect dies with dying day ; 
My song, its pinions disarrayed of might, 
Drooped. O'er it closed the echoes far 

away 
Of the great voice which did its flight 
sustain, — 
As waves which lately paved his watery 
way 
Hiss round a drowner's head in their tempestu- 
ous play. 



[ 



ARETHUSA. 

I. ARETHUSA arose 

From her couch of snows 

In the Acroceraunian mountains, — 
From cloud and from crag, 
With many a jag, 

Shepherding her bright fountainis. 
She leapt down the rocks, 
With her rainbow locks . 

Streaming among the streams ; 
Her steps paved with green 
The downward ravine 

Which slopes to the western gleams 
And gliding and springing 
She went, ever singing 
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In murmurs as soft as sleep. 

The Earth seemed to love her, 
And Heaven smiled above her, 

As she lingered towards the deep. 

2. Then Alpheus bold, 
On his glacier cold, 

With his trident the mountains strook, 

And opened a chasm 

In the rocks : — with the spasm 
All Erymanthus shook. 

And the black south wind 

It concealed behind 
The urns of the silent snow. 

And earthquake and thunder 

Did rend in sunder 
The bars of the springs below. 

The beard and the hair 

Of the River-god were 
Seen through the torrent's sweep, 

As he followed the light 

Of the fleet Nymph's flight 
To the brink of the Dorian deep. 

3. " Oh save me ! Oh guide me I 
And bid the deep hide me ! 

For he grasps me now by the hair ! " 
The loud Ocean heard. 
To its blue depth stirred, 



ARETHUSA. IO9 

And divided at her prayer ; 

And under the water 

The Earth's white daughter 
Fled like a sunny beam ; 

Behind her descended 

Her billows, unblended 
With the brackish Dorian stream. 

Like a gloomy stain 

On the emerald main, 
Alpheus rushed behind, — 

As an eagle pursuing 

A dove to its ruin 
Down the streams of the cloudy wind. 



4. Under the bowers 

Where the Ocean Powers 

Sit on their pearled thrones ; 
Through the coral woods 
Of the weltering floods ; 

Over heaps of unvalued stones ; 
Through the dim beams 
Which amid the streams • 

Weave a network of coloured light ; 
And under the caves 
Where the shadowy waves 

Are as green as the forest's night : 
Outspeeding the shark, 
And the sword-fish dark, — 

Under the ocean foam, 
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And up through the rifts 

Of the mountain difts, — 

They passed to their Dorian home. 



And now from their fountains 

In Enna's mountains, 
Down one vale where the morning basks, 

Like friends once parted 

Grown single-hearted, 
They ply their watery tasks. 

At sunrise they leap 

From their cradles steep 
In the cave of the shelving hill ; 

At noontide they flow 

Through the woods below, 
And the meadows of asphodel ; 

And at night they sleep 

In the rocking deep 
Beneath the Ortygian shore, — 

Like spirits that lie 

In the azure sky, 
When they love but live no more. 



PISA. 
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HYMR OP APOLLO. 

I. 

The sleepless Hours who watch me as I lie, 
Curtained with star-inwoven tapestries 

From the broad moonlight of the sky, 

Fanning the busy dreams from my dim eyes, 

Waken me when their Mother, the grey Dawn, 

Tells them that dreams and that the moon 
is gone. 

2. 

Then I arise, and, climbing heaven's blue 
dome, 
I walk over the mountains and the waves, 
Leaving my robe upon the ocean foam ; — 
My footsteps pave the clouds with fire ; the 
caves » 

Are filled with my bright presence; and the 

air 
Leaves the green Earth to my embraces bare. 

3- 

The sunbeams are my shafts, with which I kill 
Deceit, that loves the night and fears the 
day; 

All men who do or even imagine ill 
Fly me, and from the glory of my ray 
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Good minds and open actions take new might, 
Until diminished by the reign of Night 



I feed the clouds, the rainbows, and the 
flowers, 
With their ethereal colours; the moon's globe. 
And the pure stars in their eternal bowers. 
Are cinctured with my power as with a 
robe; 
Whatever lamps on earth or heaven may shine 
Are portions of one power, which is mine. 

5- 
I stand at noon upon the peak of heaven ; 

Then with unwilling steps I wander down 
Into the clouds of the Atlantic even ; 

For grief that I depart they weep and frown. 
What look is more delightful than the smile 
With which I soothe them from the western 
isle? 

6. 

I am the eye with which the universe 
Beholds itself, and knows itself divine 

All harmony of instrument or verse. 
All prophecy, all medicine, are mine, 

All light of art or nature ; — to my song 

Victory and praise in its own right belong. 
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HYMN OF PAN. 

From the forests and highlands 

We come, we come ; 
From the river-girt islands, 
Where loud waves are dumb 
Listening to my sweet pipings. 

The wind in the reeds and the rushes, 

The bees on the bells of thyme, 
The birds on the myrtle bushes, 
The cicale above in the lime. 
And the lizards below in the grass, 
Were as silent as ever old Tmolus was. 
Listening to my sweet pipings. 

Liquid Peneus was flowing, 
And all dark Tempe lay 
In Pelion's shadow, outgrowing 

The light of the dying day, 
Speeded by my sweet pipings. 

The Sileni and Sylvans and Fauns, 
And the Nymphs of the woods and 
waves, 
To the edge of the moist river-lawns, 
And the brink of the dewy caves. 
And all that did then attend and follow, 
Were silent with love, — as you now, Apollo, 
With envy of my sweet pipings. 
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I sang of the dancing stars, 
I sang of the daedal earth, 
And of heaven, and the Giant wars, 

And love, and death, and birth. 
And then I changed my pipings, — 
Singing how down the vale of Maenalus 
I pursued a maiden, and clasped a 
reed: 
Gods and men, we are all deluded thus ; 
It breaks in our bosom, and then we 
bleed. 
All wept — as I think both ye now would, 
If envy or age had not frozen your blood — 
At the sorrow of my sweet pipings. 
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THE CLOUD. 

I. 

I BRING fresh showers for the thirsting flowers 

From the seas and the streams ; 
I bear light shade for the leaves when laid 

In their noonday dreams. 
From my wings are shaken the dews that 
waken 

The sweet buds every one, 
When rocked to rest on their Mother's breast, 

As she dances about the sun. 
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I wield the Hail of the lashing hail, 

And whiten the green plains under ; 

And then again I dissolve it in rain, 
And laugh as I pass in thunder. 



2. 

I sift the snow on the mountains below, 

And their great pines groan aghast ; 
And all the night 'tis my pillow white, 

While I sleep in the arms of the Blast. 
Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers 

Lightning my pilot sits ; 
In a cavern under is fettered the Thunder, 

It struggles and howls at fits. 
Over earth and ocean with gentle motion 

This pilot is guiding me, 
Lured by the love of the Genii that move 

In the depths of the purple sea ; 
Over the rills and the crags and the hills, 

Over the lakes and the plains, 
Wherever he dream under mountain or stream 

The Spirit he loves remains ; 
And I all the while bask in heaven's blue smile, 

Whilst he is dissolving in rains. 



3- 
The sanguine Sunrise, with his meteor eyes. 
And his burning plumes outspread, 
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Leaps on the back of my sailing rack, 

When the morning star shines dead : 
As on the jag of a mountain crag 

Which an earthquake rocks and swings 
An 6agle alit one moment may sit 

In the light of its golden wings. 
And, when Sunset may breathe, from the lit 
sea beneath. 

Its ardours of rest and of love, 
And the crimson pall of eve may fall 

From the depth of heaven above, 
With wings folded I rest on mine airy nest. 

As still as a brooding dove. 

4. 
That orbM maiden with white fire laden 

Whom mortals call the Moon 
Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor 

By the midnight breezes strewn ; 
And wherever the beat of her unseen feet. 

Which only the angels hear. 
May have broken the woof of my tent's thin 
roof. 

The stars peep behind her and peer. 
And I laugh to see them whirl and flee 

Like a swarm of golden bees. 
When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent, — 

Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas, 
Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high, 

Are each paved with the moon and these. 
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I bind the Sun*s throne with a burning zone, 

And the Moon's with a girdle of pearl ; 
The Volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and 
swim, 

When the Whirlwinds my banner unfurl 
From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape 

Over a torrent sea, 
Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof; 

The mountains its columns be. 
The triumphal arch through which I march, 

With hurricane, fire, and snow, 
When the powers of the air are chained to my 
chair. 

Is the millioned-coloured bow ; 
The Sphere-fire above its soft colours wove. 

While the moist Earth was laughing below. 

6. 

I am the daughter of Earth and Water, 

And the nursling of the Sky : 
I pass through the pores .of the ocean and 
shores ; 

I change, but I cannot die. 
For after the rain, when with never a stain 

The pavilion of heaven is bare. 
And the winds and sunbeams with their convex 
gleams 

Build up the blue dome of air, 
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I silently laugh at my own cenotaph, — 
And out of the caverns of rain, 

Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from 
the tomb, 
I arise, and unbuild it again. 
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THE QUESTION. 

I. 

I DREAMED that, as I wandered by the way, 
Bare winter suddenly was changed to 
Spring ; 
And gentle odours led my steps astray, 

Mixed with a sound of waters murmuring 
Along a shelving bank of turf, which lay 

Under a copse, and hardly dared to fling 
Its green arms round the bosom of the stream. 
But kissed it and then fled, as thou mightest 
in dream. 

2. 

There grew pied wind-flowers and violets ; 
Daisies, those pearled Arcturi of the 
earth, 
The constellated flower that never sets ; 
Faint oxlips ; tender bluebells, at whose 
birth 
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The sod scarce heaved ; and that tall flower 

that wets— 

Like a child, half in tenderness and mirth — 

Its mother's face with heaven-collected tears 

When the low wind its playmate's voice it 

hears. 

3. 

And in the warm hedge grew lush eglantine, 
Green cow-bind and the moonlight-coloured 
may, 
And cherry-blossoms, and white cups whose 
wine 
Was the bright dew yet drained not by the 
Day; 
And wild roses, and ivy serpentine. 

With its dark buds and leaves wandering 
astray ; 
And flowers, azure, black and streaked with 

gold. 
Fairer than any wakened eyes behold. 



4. 

And nearer to the river's trembling edge 
There grew broad flag-flow^ers, purple 
pranked with white, 

And starry river-buds among the sedge. 
And floating water-lilies, broad and bright; 
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Which lit the oak that overhung the hedge 
With moonlight beams of their own watery 

light ; 
And bulrushes, and reeds of such deep 

green 
As soothed the dazzled eye with sober 

sheen. 



Methought that of these visionary flowers 
I made a nosegay, bound in such a way 

That the same hues which in their naturad 
bowers 
Were mingled or opposed, the like array 

Kept these imprisoned children of the Hours 
Within my hand; and then, elate and 

gay, 
I hastened to the spot whence I had come, 
That I might there present it — oh ! to whom? 
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TO A SKYLARK. 

I. Hail to thee, blithe spirit — 
Bird thou never wert — 
That from heaven or near it 
Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 
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2. Higher still and higher 

From the earth thou springest : 
Like a. cloud of fire, 

The blue deep thou wingest. 
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever 

singest 

3. In the golden lightning 

Of the sunken sun, 
O'er which clouds are brightening, 
Thou dost Hoat and run, 
Like an embodied joy whose race is just begun. 

4. The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight ; 
Like a star of heaven 
In the broad daylight, 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill 

delight — 

5. Keen as are the arrows 

Of that silver sphere 
Whose intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear, 
Until we hardly see, v/e feel, that it is there. 

6. All the earth and air 

With thy voice is loud, 
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As, when night is bare, 
From one lonely cloud 
The moon rains out her beams, and heaven 

is overflowed. 

7. What thou art we know not ; 

What is most like thee ? 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see 
As from thy presence showers a rain of 

melody : — 

8. Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought, 
Singing hymns unbidden. 
Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded 

not : 

9. Like a high-bom maiden 

In a palace tower. 
Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love which overflows 

her bower : 

10. Like a glow-worm golden 

In a dell of dew, 

Scattering unbeholden 
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* 

Its aerial hue 
Among the flowers and grass which screen 

it from the view : 

1 1. Like a rose embowered 

In its own green leaves 
By warm winds deflowered, 
Till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy- 
winged thieves. 

12. Sound of vernal showers 

On the twinkling grass, 
Rain-awakened flowers, — 
All that ever was, 
Joyous and clear and fresh, — thy music doth 

surpass. 

13. Teach us, sprite or bird. 

What sweet thoughts are thine : 
I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

14. Chorus hymeneal 

Or triumphal chant, 
Matched with thine, would be all 
But an empty vaunt — 
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden 

want. 
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15. What objects are the fountains 

Of thy happy strain ? 
What fields, or waves, or mountains ? 
What shapes of sky or plain ? 
What love of thine own kind ? what ignorance 

of pain ? 

16. With thy clear keen joyance 

Languor cannot be : 
Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee : 
Thou lovest, but ne*er knew love's sad satiety. 

17. Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 
Than we mortals dream, 
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal 

stream ? 

18. We look before and after. 

And pine for what is not : 
Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught ; 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest 

thought. 

19. Yet, if we could scorn 

Hate and pride and fear. 
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If we were things bom 
Not to shed a tear, 
I know not howthy joy we ever should come near. 

20. Better than all measures 
Of delightful sound, 
Better than all treasures 
That in books are found, 
Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the 

ground ! 

21. Teach me half the gladness 

That thy brain must know ; 
Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would flow 
The world should listen then as I am listening 

now. 
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TO 



I FEAR thy kisses, gentle maiden ; 

Thou needest not fear mine, — 
My spirit is too deeply laden 

Ever to burthen thine. 

I fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion ; 

Thou needest not fear mine, — 
Innocent is the heart's devotion 

With which I worship thine. 
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THE TWO SPIRITS. 

AN ALLEGORY. 

First Spirit 

O THOU who plumed with strong desire 

Wouldst float above the earth, beware 1 
A shadow tracks thy flight of fire — 
Night is coming ! 
Bright are the regions of the air, 
And among the winds and beams 
It were delight to wander there — 
Night is coming ! 

Second Spirit, 

The deathless stars are bright above : 
If I would cross the shade of night, 
Within my heart is the lamp of love, 
And that is day ; 
And the moon will shine with gentle light 
On my golden plumes where'er they move ; 
The meteors will linger round my flight. 
And make night day. 

First spirits 

But if the whirlwinds of darkness waken 
Hail and lightning and stormy rain ? 
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See, the bounds of the air are shaken — 
Night is coming ! 
The red swift clouds of the hurricane 
Yon declining sun have overtaken, 

The clash of the hail sweq)s over the 
plain — 
Night is coming ! 

Second SpiHt 

I see the light, and I hear the sound. 

I'll sail on the flood of the tempest dark, 
With the calm within and the light around 
Which makes night day : 
And thou, when the gloom is deep and 
stark, 
Look from thy dull earth, slumber-bound ; 
My moonl^e flight thou then mayst mark 
On high, far away. 



Some say there is a precipice 

Where one vast pine is frozen to ruin 
O'er piles of snow and chasms of ice 
'Mid Alpine mountains ; 
And that the languid storm, pursuing 
That winged shape, for ever flies 

Round those hoar branches, aye renewing 
Its aery fountains. 
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Some say, when nights are dry and clear, 
And the death-dews sleep on the morass, 
• Sweet whispers are heard by the traveller, 
Which make night day : 
And a silver shape like his early love doth pass, 
Upborne by her wild and glittering hair; 
And, when he awakes on the fragrant 
grass. 
He finds night day. 
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SONG OF PROSERPINEy 

WHILST GATHERING FLOWERS ON THE 
PLAIN OF ENNA. 

Sacred Goddess, Mother Earth, 
Thou from whose immortal bosom 

Gods and men and beasts have birth, 
Leaf and blade, and bud and blossom, 

Breathe thine influence most divine 

On thine own child, Proserpine. 

If with mists of evening dew 

Thou dost nourish these young flowers 
Till they grow in scent and hue 

Fairest children of the Hours, 
Breathe thine influence most divine 

On thine own child, Proserpine. 
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LETTER TO MARIA GISBORNE. 

Leghorn, July 1, 182a 

The spider spreads her webs, whether she be 
In poet's tower, cellar, or barn, or tree ; 
The silkworm in the dark-green mulberry leaves 
His winding-sheet and cradle ever weaves : 
So I, a thing whom moralists call worm, 
Sit spinning still round this decaying form, 
From the fine threads of rare and subtle 

thought — 
No net of words in garish colours wrought 
To catch the idle buzzers of the day — 
But a soft cell where, when that fades away. 
Memory may clothe in wings my living name, 
And feed it with the asphodels of fame 
Which in those hearts which must remember 

me 
Grow, making love an immortality. 

Whoever should behold me now, I wist, 

Would think I were a mighty mechanist, 

Bent with sublin\e Archimedean art 

To breathe a soul into the iron heart 

Of some machine portentous, or strange gin, 

Which by the force of figured spells might 

win" 
Its way over the sea, and sport therein ; — 
(38) K 
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For round the walls are hung dread engines, 

such 
As Vulcan never wrought for Jove to clutch 
Ixion or the Titan ; or the quick 
Wit of that man of God, Saint Dominic, 
To convince atheist, Turk, or heretic ; 
Or those in philanthropic councils met 
Who thought to pay some interest for the debt 
They owed to Jesus Christ for their salvation 
By giving a faint foretaste of damnation 
To Shakspeare, Sydney, Spenser, and the rest 
Who made our land an island of the blessed, 
(V^Hien lamp-like Spain, who now relumes her 

fire 
On Freedom's hearth, grew dim with empire), 
With thumbscrews,— ^wheels with tooth and 

spike and jag, 
Which fishers found under the utmost crag 
Of Cornwall, and the storm encompassed isles 
Where to the sky the rude sea seldom smiles 
Unless in treacherous wrath, as on the mom 
When the exulting elements in scorn. 
Satiated with destroyed destruction, lay 
Sleeping in beauty on their mangled prey, 
As panthers sleep. And other strange and 

dread 
Magical forms the brick floor overspread. 
Proteus transformed to metal did not make 
More figures, or more strange ; nor did he 

take 
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Such shapes of unintelligible brass, 

Or heap himself in such a horrid mass 

Of tin and iron not to be understood, 

And forms of unimaginable wood, 

To puzzle Tubal Cain and all his brood : 

Great screws, and cones, and wheels, and 

grooved blocks, 
The elements of what will stand the shocks 
Of wave and wind and time. — Upon the table 
More knacks and quips there be than I am able 
To catalogise in this verse of mine : 
A pretty bowl of wood — not full of wine. 
But quicksilver; that dew which the gnomes 

drink 
When at their subterranean toil they swink, 
Pledging the demons of the earthquake, who 
Reply to them in lava — cry ** halloo I " — 
And call out to the cities o'er their head. 
Roofs, towns, and shrines, the dying and the 

dead. 
Crash through the chinks of earth : and then 

all quaff 
Another rouse, and hold their sides and laugh. 
This quicksilver no gnome has drunk : within 
The walnut bowl it lies, veined and thin. 
In colour like the wake of light that stains 
The Tuscan deep when from the moist moon 

rains 
The inmost shower of its white fire — ^the breeze 
Is still — blue heaven smiles over the pale seas. 
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And in this bowl of quicksilver — for I 
Yield to the impulse of an infancy 
Outlasting manhood — I have made to float 
A rude idealism of a paper boat, 
A hollow screw with cogs : Henry will know 
The thing I mean, and laugh at me. If so, 
He fears not I should do more mischief. — Next 
Lie bills and calculations much perplexed 
With steam-boats, frigates, and machinery 

quaint, 
Traced over them in blue and yellow paint. 
Then comes a range of mathematical 
Instruments, for plans nautical and statical ; 
A heap of rosin ; a queer broken glass 
With ink in it ; a china cup that was 
(What it will never be again, I think) 
A thing from which sweet lips were wont to 

drink 
The liquor doctors rail at — and which I 
Will quaff in spite of them ; and, when we die, 
We'll toss up who died first of drinking tea, 
And cry out " heads or tails ! " where'er we be. 
Near that, a dusty paint-box, some old hooks, 
A half-burnt match, an ivory- block, three books, 
Where conic sections, spherics, logarithms, 
To great Laplace from Saunderson and Sims, 
Lie heaped in their harmonious disarray 
Of figures, — disentangle them who may. 
Baron de Tott's Memoirs beside them lie, 
And some odd volumes of old chemistry. 
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Near them a most inexplicable thing, 
With lead in the middle — Vm conjecturing 
How to make Henry understand ;• but no 1 
m leave, as Spenser says " with many mo,'* 
This secret in the pregnant womb of Time, 
Too vast a matter for so weak a rhyme. 



And here like some weird archimage sit I, 
Plotting dark spells and devilish enginery, — 
The self-impelling steam-wheels of the mind, 
Which pump up oaths from clergymen, and 

grind 
The gentle spirit of our meek Reviews 
Into a powdery foam of salt abuse. 
Ruffling the ocean of their self-content. 
I sit, and smile, — or sigh, as is my bent. 
But not for them. Libeccio rushes round 
With an inconstant and an idle sound ; 
I heed him more than them. The thunder- 
smoke 
Is gathering on the mountains, like a cloak 
Folded athwart their shoulders broad and bare ; 
The ripe com under the undulating air 
Undulates like an ocean ; and the vines 
Are trembling wide in all their trellised lines ; 
The murmur of the awakening sea doth fill 
The empty pauses of the blast ; the hill 
Looks hoary through the white electric rain ; 
And from the glens beyond, in sullen strain. 
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The interrupted thunder howls ; above 

One chasm of heaven smiles, like the eye of 

Love 
On the unquiet world ; — while such things are, 
How could one worth your friendship heed the 

war 
Of worms, — the shriek of the world's carrion 

jays, 
Their censure or their wonder or their praise? 

You are not here ! The quaint witch Memory 

sees 
In vacant chairs your absent images. 
And points where once you sat, and now 

should be. 
But are not. — I demand if ever we 
Shall meet as then we met ; — and she replies, 
Veiling in awe her second-sighted eyes, 
" I know the past alone : but sunmion home 
My sister Hope — she speaks of all to come." 
But I, an old diviner who knew well 
Every false verse of that sweet oracle, 
Turned to the sad enchantress once again, 
And sought a respite from my gentle pain 
In citing every passage o'er and o'er 
Of our communion : — How on the sea shore 
We watched the ocean and the sky together, 
Under the roof of blue Italian weather ; 
How I ran home through last year's thunder- 
storm, 
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And felt the transverse lightning linger warm 
Upon my cheek ; and how we often made 
Treats for each other where good-will out- 
weighed 
The frugal luxury of our country cheer, 
(As it well might, were it Uss firm and clear 
Than ours must ever be). And how we spun 
A shroud of talk to hide us from the sun 
Of this familiar life, which seems to be 
But is not, — or is but quaint mockery 
Of all we would believe ; or sadly blame 
The jarring and inexplicable frame 
Of this wrong world, and then anatomise 
The purposes and thoughts of men whose eyes 
Were closed in distant years ; or widely guess 
The issue of the earth's great business, 
When we shall be as we no longer are 
(Like babbling gossips safe, who hear the war 
Of winds, and sigh, but tremble not) ; or how 
You listened to some interrupted flow 
Of visionary rhyme, in joy and pain 
Struck from the inmost fountains of my brain. 
With little skill perhaps ; or how we sought 
Those deepest wells of passion or of thought 
Wrought by wise poets in the waste of years, 
Staining the sacred waters with our tears, 
Quenching a thirst ever to be renewed ; 
Or how I, wisest lady ! then indued 
The language of a land which now is free, 
And, winged with thoughts of truth and mijesty, 
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Flits round the tyrant* s sceptre like a cloud. 
And bursts the peopled prisons, and cries aloud 
" My name is Legion ! " — that majestic tongue 
Which Calderon over the desert flung 
Of ages and of nations, and which found 
An echo in our hearts, and with the sound 
Startled Oblivion. Thou wert then to me 
As is a nurse when inarticulately 
A child would talk as its grown parents do. 
If living winds the rapid clouds pursue, 
If hawks chase doves through the aerial way, 
Huntsmen the innocent deer, and beasts their 

prey. 
Why should not we rouse with the spirit's blast 
Out of the forest of the pathless past 
These recollected pleasures ? 

You are now 
In London ; that great sea whose ebb and flow 
At once is deaf and loud, and on the shore 
Vomits its wrecks, and still howls on for more. 
Yet in its depth what treasures ! You will sec 
That which was Godwin, — greater none than he; 
Though fallen, and fallen on evil times, to 

stand. 
Among the spirits of our age and land, 
Before the dread tribunal of To-come 
The foremost, whilst Rebuke cowers pale and 

dumb. 
You will see Coleridge ; he who sits obscure 
In the exceeding lustre and the pure 
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Intense irradiation of a mind 

Which, with its own internal lightning blind, 

Flags wearily through darkness and despair — 

A cloud-encircled meteor of the air, 

A hooded eagle among blinking owls. 

You will see Hunt ; one of those happy souls 

Which are the salt of the earth, and without 

whom 
This world would smell like what it is — a tomb ; 
Who is what others seem. His room no doubt 
Is still adorned by many a cast from Shout ; 
With graceful flowers tastefully placed about, 
And coronals of bay from ribbons hung. 
And brighter wreaths in neat disorder flung. 
The gifts of the most learned among some 

dozens 
Of female friends, sisters-in-law, and cousins. 
And there is he with his eternal puns, 
Which beat the dullest brain for smiles, like 

duns 
Thundering for money at a poet's door ; 
Alas ! it is no use to say " I'm poor ! " — 
Or oft in graver mood, when he will look 
Things wiser than were ever read in book, 
Except in Shakspeare's wisest tenderness. 
You will see Hogg ; and I cannot express 
His virtues (though I know that they are great), 
Because he locks, then barricades, the gate 
Within which they inhabit Of his wit 
And wisdom, you'll cry out when you are bit. 

E2 
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He is a pearl within an oyster-shell, 

One of the richest of the deep. And there 

Is English Peacock, with his mountain fair, — 

Turned into a Flamingo, that shy bird 

That gleams i' the Indian air. Have you not 

heard, 
When a man marries, dies, or turns Hindoo, 
His best friends hear no more of him ? But you 
Will see him, and will like him too, I hope, 
W^ith the milk-white Snowdonian antelope 
Matched with this camelopard. His fine wit 
Makes such a wound the knife is lost in it ; 
A strain too learned for a shallow age, 
Too wise for selfish bigots ; — let his page. 
Which charms the chosen spirits of the time 
Fold itself up for a serener clime 
Of years to come, and find its recompense 
In that just expectation. Wit and sense, 
Virtue and human knowledge, all that might 
Make this dull world a business of delight, 
Are all combined in Horace Smith. — And these 
(With some exceptions, which I need not teaze 
Your patience by descanting on) are all 
You and I know in London. 

I recall 
My thoughts, and bid you look upon the night. 
As water does a sponge, so the moonlight 
Fills the void, hollow, universal air. 
What see you ? — Unpavilioned heaven is feir ; 
Whether the Moon, into her chamber gone, 
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Leaves midnight to the golden stars, or wan 
Climbs with diminished beams the azure steep ; 
Or whether clouds sail o'er the inverse deep, 
Piloted by the many-wandering blast. 
And the rare stars rush through them, dim and 

fast. 
All this is beautiful in every land. 
But what set you beside ? A shabby stand 
Of hackney-coaches — a brick house or wall 
Fencing some lonely court, white with the scrawl 
Of our unhappy politics ;— or worse — 
A wretched woman reeling by, whose curse. 
Mixed with the watchman's, partner of her 

trade. 
You must accept in place of serenade. 
Or yellow-haired Pollonia murmuring 
To Henry some unutterable thing. 



/see a chaos of green leaves and fruit 

Built round dark caverns, even to the root 

Of the living stems who feed them, in whose 

bowers 
There sleep in their dark dew the folded flowers. 
Beyond, the surface of the unsickled com 
Trembles not in the slumbering air ; and, borne 
In circles quaint and ever-changing dance, 
Like wingM stars the fireflies flash and glance, 
Pale in the open moonshine, but each one 
Under the dark trees seems a little sun. 
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A meteor tamed, a fixed star gone astray 
From the silver regions of the milky way. 
Afar the contadino's song is heard, 
Rude but made sweet by distance, and a bird 
Which cannot be a nightingale, and yet 
I know none else that sings so sweet as it 
At this late hour : — and then all is still. 
Now, Italy or London, which you will ! 

Next winter you must pass with me. Pll have 
My house by that time turned into a grave 
Of dead despondence and low-thoughted care, 
And all the dreams which our tormentors are. 
Oh, that Hunt, Hogg, Peacock, and Smith, were 

there. 
With everything belonging to them fair ! 
We will have books, Spanish, Italian, Greek ; 
And ask one week to make another week 
As like his father as Fm unlike mine. 
Though we eat little flesh and drink no wine, 
Yet let's be merry. We'll have tea and toast ; 
Custards for supper ; and an endless host 
Of syllabubs and jellies and mince-pies, 
And other such lady-like luxuries, — 
Feasting on which we will philosophise. 
And we'll have fires out of the Grand-Duke's 

wood. 
To thaw the six weeks' winter in our blood. 
And then we'll talk ;— what shall we talk about? 
Oh ! there are themes enough for many a bout 
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Of thought-entangled descant ! As to nerves — 
With cones and parallelograms and curves 
IVe sworn to strangle them if once they dare 
To bother me, when you are with me there ; 
And they shall never more sip laudantun 
From Helicon or Himeros. Well, come, 
And in despite of . . . and of the devil 
We^ll make our friendly philosophic revel 
Outlast the leafless time ; till buds and flowers 
Warm the obscure inevitable hours 
Sweet meeting by sad parting to renew : — 
"To-morrow to fresh woods and pastures new." 
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ODE TO NAPLES. 

EpODE I. a. 
I STOOD within the city disinterred ; 
And heard the autumnal leaves like light 
footfalls 
Of spirits passing through the streets ; and 
heard 
The Mountain's slumberous voice at intervals 
Thrill through those roofless halls. 
The oracular thunder penetrating shook 

The listening soul in my suspended blood ; 
I felt that Earth out of her deep heart spoke — 
I felt, but heard not. Through white columns 
glowed 
The isle-sustaining ocean-fiOod, 
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A plane of light between two heavens of azure. 

Around me gleamed many a bright sepulchre^ 
Of whose pure beauty Time, as if his pleasure 
Were to spare Death, had never made erasure ; 
But every living lineament was clear 

As in the sculptor's thought, and there 
The wreaths of stony myrtle, ivy, and pine, 

Like winter leaves o'ergrown by moulded 
snow. 
Seemed only not to move and grow 
Because the crystal silence of the air 
Weighed on their life, even as the Power divine 
Which then lulled all things brooded upon 
mine. 



Epode II. a. 

Then gentle winds arose, 
With many a mingled close 
Of wild i^olian sound and mountain odour 
keen. 
And where the Baian ocean 
Welters, with air-like motion, 
Within, above, around its bowers of starry green. 
Moving the sea-flowers in those purple caves. 
Even as the ever stormless atmosphere 
Floats o'er the elysian realm, 
It bore me (like an angel, o'er the waves 
Of sunlight, whose swift pinnace of dew>' air 
No storm can overwhelm). 
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I sailed where ever flows 
Under the calm serene 
A spirit of deep emotion 
From the unknowTi graves 
Of the dead kings of melody. 
Shadowy Aomos darkened o'er the helm 
The horizontal ether ; heaven stripped bare 
Its depths over Elysium, where the prow 
Made the invisible water white as snow ; 
From that Typhaean mount, Inarime, 

There streamed a sunlit vapour, like the 
standard 
Of some ethereal host ; 
Whilst from all the coast. 
Louder and louder, gathering round, there 
wandered 
Over the oracular woods and divine sea 
Prophesyings which grew articulate — 
They seize me-r-I must speak them ; — be they 
fate! 



Strophe h o. 

Naples ! thou heart of men which ever 
pantest 
Naked beneath the lidless eye of heaven I 
Elysi^ City, which to calm enchantest 
The mutinous air and sea, — they round 
thee, even 
As Sleep round Love, are driven ! 
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Metropolis of a mined paradise 
Long lost, late won, and yet but half 
regained ! 
Bright altar of the bloodless sacrifice 
Which aiiiiM Victory offers up unstained 
To Love the flower-enchained ! 
Thou which wert once, and then did cease 

to be, 
Now art, and henceforth ever shalt be, 

free. 
If Hope and Truth and Justice can avail, — - 
Hail, hail, all hail ! 



Strophe IL p. 

Thou youngest giant birth 
Which from the groaning earth 
Leap'st, clothed in armour of impenetrable 
scale ! 
Last of the intercessors 
Who 'gainst the crowned transgressors 
Pleadest before God's love ! arrayed in wisdom's 
mail. 
Wave thy lightning lance in mirth ; 
Nor let thy high heart fail. 
Though from their hundred gates th^ leagued 

oppressors 
With hurried legions move ! Hail, hail, all 
hail ! 



ODE TO NAPLES. 14$ 

ANTISTROPHE I. a. 

What though Cimmerian Anarchs dare blas- 
pheme 
Freedom and thee? Thy shield is as a 
mirror 
To make their blind slaves see, and with fierce 
gleam 
To turn his hungry sword upon the wearer ; 
A new Actaeon's error 
Shall theirs have been — devoured by their own 
hounds ! 
Be thou like the imperial basilisk, 
Killing thy foe with unapparent wounds ! 
Gaze on Oppression, till, at that dread risk 
Aghast, she pass from the earth's disk ; 
Fear not, but gaze — ^for freemen mightier grow, 
And slaves more feeble, gazing on their foe. 
If Hope and Truth and Justice may avail, 
Thou shalt be great. — All hail ! 

ANTISTROPHE II. p. 

From Freedom's form divine. 
From Nature's inmost shrine. 
Strip every impious gawd, rend error veil by veil ; 
O'er Ruin desolate. 
O'er Falsehood's fallen state, 
Sit thou sublime, unawed ; be the Destroyer pale I 
And equal laws be thine. 
And winged words let sail. 
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Freighted with truth even from the throne 

of God ! 
That wealth, surviving fate, be thine. — ^All 

haill 

Strophe III. 7. 

Didst thou not start to hear Spain's thrilling^ 
paean 
From land to land re-echoed solenmly, 
Till silence became music ? From the JEasaxk 
To the cold Alps, eternal Italy 

Starts to hear thine I The sea 
Which paves the desert streets of Venice 
laughs « 
In light and music ; widowed Genoa wan. 
By moonlight, spells ancestral epitaphs. 
Murmuring "Where is Doria?" Fair Milan, 
Within whose veins long ran 
The viper's palsying venom, lifts her heel 
To bruise his head. The signal and the seal 
(If Hope and Truth and Justice can avail) 
Art thou of all these hopes. — Oh hail I 

Strophe IV. 8. 

Florence, beneath the sun, 
Of cities fairest one. 
Blushes within her bower for Freedom's ex- 
pectation : 
From eyes of quenchless hope 
Rome tears the priestly cope, 
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As ruling once by power, so now by admiration, — 
An athlete stripped to run 
From a remoter station 
For the high prize lost on Philippics shore ; — 
As then Hope, Truth, and Justice, did avail, 
So now may Fraud and Wrong ! Oh 
hail! 



Epode I. p. 

Hear ye the march as of the Earth-bom Forms 

Arrayed against the ever-living Gods ? 
The crash and darkness of a thousand storms 
Bursting their inaccessible abodes 
Of crags and thunder-clouds ? 
See ye the banners blazoned to the day. 

Inwrought with emblems of barbaric pride ?" 
Dissonant threats kill silence far away ; 
The serene heaven which wraps our Eden 
wide 
With iron light is dyed. 
The Anarchs of the North lead forth their 
legions. 
Like chaos o'er creation, uncreating ; 
An hundred tribes nourished on strange 

religions 
And lawless slaveries. Down the aerial 
regions 
Of the white Alps, desolating, 
Famished wolves that bide no waiting,. 
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Blotting the glowing footsteps of old glory, 
Trampling our columned cities into 
dust, 
Their dull and savage lust 
On Beauty's corse to sickness satiating — 
They come ! The fields they tread look black 

and hoary 
With fire — from their red feet the streams run 
gory! 

Epode II. p. 

Great Spirit, deepest Love, 
Which rulest and dost move 
All things which live and are within the Italian 

shore ; 
Who spreadest heaven around it, 
Whose woods, rocks, waves, surround 

it; 
Who sittest in thy star, o'er ocean's western 

floor !— 
Spirit of Beauty, at whose soft command 
The sunbeams and the showers distil its 
foison 
From the earth's bosom chill ! — 
Oh bid those beams be each a blinding brand 
Of lightning ! bid those showers be dews of 
poison ! 
Bid the earth's plenty kill ! 
Bid thy bright heaven above, 
Whilst light and darkness bound it, 
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Be their tomb who planned 
To make it ours and thine I 
Or with thine harmonising ardours fill 
And raise thy sons, as o'er the prone horizon 
Thy lamp feeds every twilight wave with fire ! 
Be man's high hope and unextinct desire 
The instrument to work thy will divine ! 

Then clouds from sunbeams, antelopes from 
leopards, 

And frowns and f^ars from thee, 
Would not more swiftly flee 
Than Celtic wolves from the Ausonian 
shepherds. — 
Whatever, Spirit, from thy starry shrine 
Thou yieldest or witholdest, oh let be 
This city of thy worship ever free 1 
2^h August I§20. 
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SUMMBR AND WINTER, 

It was a bright and cheerful afternoon, 
Towards the end of the sunny month of June, 

When the north wind congregates in crowds 
The floating mountains of the silver clouds 
From the horizon, and the stainless sky 
Opens beyond them like eternity. 
All things rejoiced beneath the sun, — the weeds, 
The rivers, and the cornfields, and the reeds, 
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The willow leaves that glanced in the light 

breeze, 
And the firm foliage of the larger trees. 

It was a Winter such as when birds die 
In the deep forests ; and the fishes lie 
Stiffened in the translucent ice, which makes 
Even the mud and slime of the warm lakes 
A wrinkled clod as hard as brick ; and when. 
Among their children, comfortable men 
Gather about great fires, and yet feel cold ; 
Alas then for the homeless beggar old I 
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LINES TO A REVIEWER. 

Alas ! good friend, what profit can you see 
In hating such a hateless thing as me ? 
There is no sport in hate, where all the rage 
Is on one side. In vain would you assuage 
Your frowns upon an unresisting smile, 
In which not even contempt lurks, to beguile 
Your heart by some faint sympathy of hate. 
Oh ! conquer what you cannot satiate : 
For to your passion I am far more coy 
Than ever yet was coldest maid or boy 
In winter noon. Of your antipathy 
If I am the Narcissus, you are free 
To pine into a sound with hating me. 
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AUTUMN. 

A DIRGE. 

The wann sun is failing, the bleak wind is 

wailing, 
The bare boughs are sighing, the pale flowers 
are dying 

And the Year 
On the earth her death-bed, in a shroud of leaves 
dead, 

Is lying. 
Come, Months, come away, 
From November to May, 
In your saddest array ; 
Follow the bier 
. Of the dead cold Year, 
And like dim shadows watch by her sepulchre. 

The chill rain is falling, the nipped worm is 

crawling. 
The rivers are swelling, the thunder is knelling 

For the Year ; 
The blithe swallows are flown, and the lizards 
each gone 

To his dwelling. 
Come, Months, come away ; 
Put on white, black, and grey ; 
Let your light sisters play — 
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Ye, follow the bier 
Of the dead cold Year, 
And make her grive green with tear on tear. 
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LIBERTY. 

I. 

The fiery mountains answer each other, 

Their thunderings are echoed from zone to 
zone; 
The tempestuous oceans awake one another, 
And the ice-rocks are shaken round Winter's 
throne, 
When the clarion of the Typhoon is blown. 

2. 

From a single cloud the lightning flashes, 

Whilst a thousand isles are illumined 
around ; 
Earthquake is trampling one city to ashes. 

An hundred are shuddering and tottering, 
— the sound 
Is bellowing underground. 

3- 

But keener thy gaze than the lightning's glare, 
And swifter thy step than the earthquake's 
tramp; 
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Thou deafenest the rage of the ocean ; thy stare 
Makes blind the volcanoes ; the sun's bright 
lamp 
To thine is a fen-fire damp. 



From billow and mountain and exhalation 

The sunlight is darted through vapour and 
blast ; 
From spirit to spirit, from nation to nation, 

From city to hamlet, thy dawning is cast, — 
And tyrants and slaves are like shadows of 
night 
In the van of the morning light 



THE TOWER OF FAMINE. 

Amid the desolation of a city 

Which was the cradle and is now the grave 
Of an extinguished people, so that Pity 

Weeps o'er the shipwrecks of oblivion's wave, 
There stands the Tower of Famine. It is built 

Upon some prison-homes, whose dwellers rave 
For bread and gold and blood : Pain linked to 
Guilt, 

Agitates the light flame of their hours. 
Until its vital oil is spent or spilt. 

There stands the pile, a tower amid the towers 
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And sacred domes, each marble-ribbM ixx^ 

The brazen-gated temples, and the bowers 
Of solitary wealth. The tempest-proof 

Pavilions of the dark Italian air 
Are by its presence dimmed — they stand aloof. 

And are withdrawn — so that the world is bare ; 
As if a spectre, wrapped in shapeless tenor. 

Amid a company of ladies fair 
Should glide and glow, till it became a mirror 

Of all their beauty, — and their hair and hue. 
The life of their sweet eyes with all its error. 

Should be absorbed till they to marble grew. 
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GOOD-NIGHT. 

"Good-night?" No, love I the night is ill 

Which severs those it should unite ; 
Let us remain together still, — 

Then it will be gooii night. 

How were the night without thee good, 

Though thy sweet wishes wing its flight ? 
Be it not said, thought, imderstood, — 
Then it will be £^ood night 

The hearts that on each other beat 

From evening close to morning light 
Have nights as good as they are sweet, 
But never say "good-night" 
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TIME LONG PAST. 

Like the ghost of a dear friend dead 

Is time long past. 
A tone which is now for ever fled, 
A hope which is now for ever past, 
A love so sweet it could not last, 

Was time long past. 

There were sweet dreams in the night 

Of time long past : 
And, was it sadness or delight, 
Each day a shadow onward cast 
Which made us wish it yet might last — 

That time long past. 

There is regret, almost remorse. 
For time long past 

'Tis like a child's beloved corse 

A father watches, till at last 

Beauty is Hke remembrance cast 
From time long past 
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SONNET, 

Ye hasten to the dead : what seek ye there. 
Ye restless thoughts and busy purposes 

Of the idle brain, which the world's livery wear ? 
O thou quick heart, which pantest to possess 
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All that anticipation feigneth fair — 
Thou vainly curious mind which wouldest 
guess 
Whence thou didst come and whither thou 

mayst go, 
And that which never yet was known wouldst 
know — 
Oh I whither hasten ye, that thus ye press 
With such swift feet life's green and pleasant 
path, 
Seeking alike from happiness and woe 

A refuge in the cavern of grey death ? 
O heart and mind and thoughts ! what thing do 

you 
Hope to inherit in the grave below ? 



^ 
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DIRGE FOR THE YEAR. 

1. " Orphan Hours, the Year is dead ! 

Come and sigh, come and weep ! " — 
" Merry Hours, smile instead, 

For the Year is but asleep : 
See, it smiles as it is sleeping, 
Mocking your untimely weeping." — 

2. " As an earthquake rocks a corse 

In its coffin in the clay, 
So white Winter, that rough nurse, 

Rocks the dead-cold Year to-day ; 
Solemn Hours ! wail aloud 
For your Mother in her shroud." — 

3. " As the wild air stirs and sways 

The tree-swung cradle of a child. 
So the breath of these rude Days 

Rocks the Year. Be calm and mild, 
Trembling Hours ; she will arise 
With new love within her eyes. 

X57 
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4. " January grey is here. 

Like a sexton by her grave ; 
February bears the bier ; 

March with grief doth howl and rave ; 
And April weeps : — ^but O ye Hours 1 
Follow with May's fairest flowers." 

1st January 1821. 

H 

TO-NIGHT. 

1. Swiftly walk over the western wave, 

Spirit of Night ! 
Out of the misty eastern cave 
Where, all the long and lone daylight, 
Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear 
Which make thee terrible and dear, 

Swift be thy flight ! 

2. Wrap thy form in a mantle grey. 

Star-inwrought, 
Blind with thine hair the eyes of Day ; 
Kiss her until she be wearied out. 
Then wander o'er city and sea and land, 
Touching all with thine opiate wand — 

Come, long-sought ! 

3. When I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sighM for thee ; 
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When light rode high, and the dew was 

gone, 
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree, 
And the weary Day turned to her rest, 
Lingering like an unloved guest, 
I sighed for thee. 

4. Thy brother Death came, and cried, 

" Wouldst thou me ? " 
Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed. 

Murmured like a noontide bee, 
" Shall I nestle near thy side ? 
Wouldst thou me?" — And I replied, 

" No, not thee." 

5. Death will come when thou art dead. 

Soon, too soon — 
Sleep will come when thou art fled. 
Of neither would I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, beloved Night — 
Swift be thine approaching flight, 

Come soon, soon ! 
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FROM THE ARABIC. 

AN IMITATION. 



My faint spirit was sitting in the light 
Of thy looks, my^love ; 



l6o TO EMILIA VIVIANI. 

It panted for thee like the hind at noon 
For the brooks, my love. 
Thy barb, whose hoofs outspeed the tempest's 
flight. 
Bore thee far from me ; 
My heart, for my weak feet were weary soon, 
Did companion thee. 

Ah ! fleeter far than fleetest storm or steed, 
Or the death they bear. 
The heart which tender thought clothes like 
a dove 
With the wings of care ; 
In the battle, in the darkness, in the need, 
Shall mine cling to thee. 
Nor claim one smile for all the comfort, love, 
It may bring to thee. 
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TO EMILIA VIVIANL 

Madonna, wherefore hast thou sent to me, 
Sweet-basil and mignonette, 
Embleming love and health, which never yet 
In the same wreath might be ? 
Alas, and they are wet I 
Is it with thy kisses or thy tears ? 
For never rain or dew 
Such fragrance drew 
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From plant or flower. The very doubt endears 
My sadness ever new, 
The sighs I breathe, the tears I shed, for thee. 
March, 1821. 

H— 

» 

TIME. 

Unfathomable Sea, whose waves are years ! 
Ocean of Time, whose waters of deep woe 
Are brackish with the salt of human tears I 
Thou shoreless flood which in thy ebb and 
flow 
Claspest the limits of mortality, 
And, sick of prey yet howling on for more, 
Vomitest thy wrecks on its inhospitable shore ! 
Treacherous in calm, and terrible in storm. 
Who shall put forth on thee. 
Unfathomable Sea ? 
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THE FUGITIVES. 

I. The waters are flashing, 
The white hail is dashing. 
The lightnings are glancing. 
The hoar spray is dancing ; — 
Away ! 

The whirlwind is rolling, 
The thunder is tolling, 
(38) 
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The forest is swinging, 
The minster bells ringing : — 
Come away 1 

The earth is like ocean, 
Wreck-strewn and in motion ; 
Bird, beast, man, and worm, 
Have crept out of the storm : — 
Come away ! 

'Z, ** Our boat has one sail. 
And the helmsman is pale. 
A bold pilot, I trow. 
Who should foUow us now ! " 
Shouted he. 

And she cried : " Ply the oar ; 
Put off gaily from shore ! " — 
As she spoke, bolts of death, 
Mixed with hail, specked their path 
O'er the sea : 

And fhrai isle, tower, and rock^ 
The blue beacon-cloud broke : 
And, though dumb in the blast, 
The red cannon flashed fast 
From the lee. 

3. And "Fear'st thou?" and "Feai'st 
thou?" 
And ''See'st thou ?** ''and Heai'st 
thou?" 
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And " Drive we not free 
Cer the terrible sea^ . 
I and thou?" 

One boat-cloak did cover 
The loved and the lover ; 
Their blood beats one measure, 
They murmur proud pleasure 
Soft and low ; — 

While aroiind the lashed ocean. 
Like mountains in motion, 
Is withdrawn and uplifted. 
Sunk, shattered, and shifted 
To and fra. 

4, In the court of the fortress 
Beside the pale portress, 
Like a bloodhound well beaten 
The bridegroom stands, eaten 
By shame. 

On the topmost watch-turret, - 
As a death-boding spirit, 
Stands the grey tyrant father ; 
To his \wice, the mad weather 
Seems tame ; 

And, with curses as wild 
As ^er clung to child. 
He devotes to the blast 
The best, loveliest, and last, 
Of his name. 
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LINES. 

Far, far away, O ye 

Halcyons of Memory ! 

Seek some far calmer nest 

Than this abandoned breast ; 

No news of your false Spring 

To my heart's winter bring. 

Once having gone, in vain 
Ye come again. 

Vultures who build your bowers 

High in the future's towers ! 
Withered hopes on hopes are spread : 
Dying joys, choked by the dead. 

Will serve your beaks for prey 
Many a day. 
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TO 



Music, when soft voices die. 
Vibrates" in the memory ; ^ 
Odours, when sweet violets sicken, 
Live within the sense they quicken ; 

Rose leaves, when the rose is dead, 
Are heaped for the beloved's bed ; 
And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone. 
Love itself shall slumber on. 
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SONG. 

1. Rarely, rarely comest thou, 

Spirit of Delight I 
Wherefore tast thou left me now 

Many a day and night ? 
Many a weary night and day 
'Tis since thou art fled away. 

2. How shall ever one like me 

Win thee back again ? 
With the joyous and the free, 

Thou wilt scoff at pain. 
Spirit false ! thou hast forgot 
All but those who need thee not 

3. As a lizard with the shade 

Of a trembling leaf, 
Thou with sorrow art dismayed ; 

Even the sighs of grief 
Reproach thee that thou art not near, 
And reproach thou wilt not hear. 

4. Let me set my mournful ditty 

To a merry measure ; — 
Thou wilt never come for pity, 

Thou wilt come for pleasure ; 
Pity then will cut away 
Those cruel wings, and thou wilt stay. 
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5. I love all that thou lovest, 

Spirit of Delight ! 
The fresh earth in new leaves dressed, 

And the starry nig^t, 
Autumn evening, and the mom 
When the golden mists are bom. 

6. I love snow, and all the forms 

Of the radiant frost ; 
I love waves and winds and storms, — 

Everything almost 
Which is Nature's, and may be 
Untainted by man's misery. 

7. I love tranquil solitude, 

And such society 
As is quiet, wise, and good. 

Between thee and me 
What difference ? But thou dost possess 
The things I seek, not love them less. 

8. I love Love, though he has wings, 

And like light can flee ; 
But above all other things. 

Spirit, I love thee — 
Thou art love and life ! Oh come ! 
Make once more my heart thy home ! 



UNES. 167 

LINES 

WRITTEN ON HEARING THE NEWS OF THE 
. DEATH OF NAPOLEON. 

I. 

What 1 alive and so bold, O Earth ? 
Art thou not over-bold ? 
What ! leapest thou forth as of old 
In the light of thy morning mirth, 
The last of the flock of the starry fold ? 
Ha ! leapest thou forth as of old ? 
Are not the limbs still when the ghost is fled, 
And canst thou move, Napoleon being dead ? 

2. 

How ! is not thy quick heart cold ? 

What spark is alive on thy hearth ? 
How 1 is not his death-knell knolled. 

And livest thou still, Mother Earth ? 
Thou wert warming thy Angers old 
0*er the embers covered and cold 
Of that most fiery spirit, when it fled — 
What, Mother, dost thou laugh now he is dead ? 



" Who has known me of old," replied Earth, 
" Or who has my story told ? 
It is thou who art over-bold." 
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And the lightning of scorn laughed forth 
As she sung, " To my bosom I fold 
All my sons when their knell is knolled ; 
And so with living motion all are fed, 
And the quick spring like weeds out of the dead. 



" Still alive and still bold,* shouted Earth, 
" I grow bolder and still more bold. 
The dead fill me ten thousand fold 
Fuller of speed and splendour and mirth. 
I was cloudy and sullen and cold 
Like a frozen chaos uproUed, 
Till by the spirit of the mighty dead 
My heart grew warm : I feed on whom I fed. 

5. 
"Ay, alive and still bold," muttered Earth. 
" Napoleon's fierce spirit rolled 
In terror and blood and gold, 
A torrent of ruin to death from his birth. 
Leave the millions who follow to mould 
The metal before it be cold ; 
And weave into his shame, which, like the dead 
Shrouds me, the hopes that from his glory fled." 
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MUTABILITY. 

The flower that smiles to-day 

To-morrow dies : 
All that we wish to stay 

Tempts and then flies. 
What is this world's delight ? 
Lightning that mocks the night, 

Brief even as bright. 

Virtue how frail it is ! 

Friendship how rare ! 
Love tow it sells poor bliss 

For proud despair I 
But we, though soon they fall, 
Survive their joy, and all 

Which ours we call. 

Whilst skies are blue and bright. 
Whilst flowers are gay. 

Whilst eyes that change ere night 
Make glad the day. 

Whilst yet the calm hours creep, 

Dream thou — and from thy sleep 
Then wake to weep. 
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SONNET. 

POLITICAL GREATNESS. 

Nor happiness, nor majesty, nor fame, 

Nor peace, nor strei^gth, nor skill in Arms or 
arts. 
Shepherd those herds whom tyranny makes 
tame : — 

Verse echoes not one beating of their hearts ; 
History is but the shadow of their shame ; 

Art veils her glass, or from the pageant starts ; 
As to oblivion their blind millions fleet, 

Staining that heaven with obscene imagery 
Of their own likeness. What are numbers knit 

By force or custom ? Man who man would be 
Must rule the empire of himself ; in it 
Must be supreme, establishing his throne 

On vanquished will, quelling the anarchy 
Of hopes and fears, being himself alone. 
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LINES. 

If I walk in Autumn's even 

While the dead leaves pass, 
If I look on Spring's soft heaven, — 
Something is not there which was. 
Winter's wondrous frost and snow. 
Summer's clouds, where are they now ? 
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TO'MORROIV. 



Where art thou, beloved To-morrow ? 

When, young and old, and strong and weak, 
Rich and poor, through joy and sorrow, 

Thy sweet smiles we ever seek, 
In thy place — ah well-a-day ! — 
We find the thing we fled — To-day. 
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THE AZIOLA. 

" Do you not hear the Aziola cry ? 

Methinks she must be nigh," 
Said Mary, as we sate 
In dusk, ere the stars were lit or candles brought 
And I, who thought 
This Aziola was some tedious woman, 

Asked " Who is Aziola ?" How elate 

I felt to know that it was nothing human, 

No mockery of myself to fear and hate ! 

And Mary saw my soul, 

And laughed and said, " Disquiet yourself not ; 

'TIS nothing but a little downy owl." 

Sad Aziola ! many an eventide 

Thy music I have heard 
By wood and stream, meadow and mountain- 
side. 

And fields and marshes wide, — 
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Such as nor voice nor lute nor wind nor bird 

The soul ever stirred 
Unlike and far sweeter than they all. 
Sad Aziola ! from that moment I 

Loved thee and thy sad cry. 
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A LAMENT. 

O World ! O life 1 O time ! 

On whose last steps I climb, 
Trembling at that where I stood before, — 
When will return the glory of your prime 

No more — oh never more ! 

Out of the day and night 

A joy has taken flight : 
Fresh Spring, and Sunmier, Autumn, and 

Winter hoar, 
Move my faint heart with grie^ — but with delight 

No more, oh never more 1 



■+♦■ 



REMEMBRANCE. 

Swifter far than summer's flight. 
Swifter far than happy night, 
Swifter far than youth's delight, 
Art thou come and gone : 
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As the earth when leaves are dead, 
As the night when sleep is sped, 
As the heart when joy is fled, 
I am left lone, alone. 

The swallow summer comes again, 
The owlet night resumes her reign, 
But the wild swan youth is fain 
To fly with thee, false as thou. 

My heart to-day desires to-morrow ; 

Sleep itself is turned to sorrow ; 

Vainly would my winter borrow 
Sunny leaves from any bough. 

Lilies for a bridal bed, 
Roses for a matron's head, 
Violets for a maiden dead ; 
Pansies let my flowers be : 

On the living grave I bear 

Scatter them without a tear, 

Let no friend, however dear, \ 
Waste a hope, a fear, for me. \ 
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TO 



One word is too often profaned 

. For me to profane it ; 
One feeling too falsely disdained 
For thee to disdain it ; 



174 TO . 

One hope is too like despair 
For prudence to smother ;. 

And pity from thee more dear 
Than that from anothen 

I can give not what men call love : 

But wilt thou accept not 
The worship the heart lifts ahove^ 

And the Heavens reject not ; 
The desire of the moth for the star. 

Of the night for the morrow. 
The devotion to something afar 

From the sphere of our sorrow I 
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TO . 

When passion's trance is overpast 
If tenderness and truth could last, 
Or live whilst all wild feelings keep 
Some mortal slumber, dark and deep^ 
I should not weep, I should not weep * 

It were enough to feel, to see, 

Thy soft eyes gazing tenderly, 

And dream the rest — and bum, and be 

The secret food of fires unseen — 

Could'st thou but be as thou hast been. 

After the slumber of the year 
The woodland violets re-appear ; 
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All things revive in field or grove, 
And sky and sea, — but two which move 
And form all others, life and love. 
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A BRIDAL SONG. 

The golden gates oi sleep unbar, 

Where Strength and Beauty, met together, 
Kindle their image^Tife a star 

In a sea of glassy weather. 
Night, witk all thy stars look down — 

Darkness," weep thy holiest dew 1 
Never smiled the inconstant moon 

On a pair so true. 
Let eyes not see their own delight : 
Haste, swift Hour, and thy flight 
Oft renew. 

Fairies, sprites and angels, keep her 

Holy stars, permit no wrong 1 
And return to wake the sleeper, 

Dawn, ere it be long I 
Oh joy r Oh fear ! what will be done 
In tiie absence of the sun ? . . . 

Come along ! 



POEMS WRITTEN IN 1822. 
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THB MAGNETIC LADY TO HER 
PATIENT. 

1. "Sleep, sleep on ! forget thy pain. 

My hand is only on thy brow, 
My spirit on thy brain. 
My pity on thy heart, poor friend ; 
And from my fingers flow 
The powers of life, and, like a sign, 
Seal thee from thine hour of woe. 
And brood on the, but may not blend 
With thine. 

2. " Sleep, sleep on ! — I love thee not ; 

But when I think that he 

Who made and makes my lot 

As full of flowers as thine of weeds 

Might have been lost like thee. 

And that a hand which was not mine 

Might then have charmed his agony. 

As I another's— my heart bleeds 

For thine. 
X76 



MAGNETIC LADY TO HER PATIENT. 1 77 

3. " Sleep, sleep, and with the slumber of 

The dead and the unborn. 
Forget thy life and love ; 
Forget that thou must wake ; for ever 
Forget the world's dull scorn ; 
Forget lost health, and the divine 
Feelings which died in youth's brief mom ; 
And forget me, for I can never 
Be thine. 

4. " Like a cloud big with a May shower. 

My soul weeps healing rain 
On thee, thou withered flower. 
It breathes mute music on thy sleep ; 
Its odour calms thy brain ; 
Its light within thy gloomy breast 
Spreads like a second youth again. 
By mine thy being is to its deep 
Possessed. 

5. " The spell is done. How feel you now?" 

" Better, — quite well," replied 
The sleeper. — " What would do 
You good, when suffering and awake ? 
What cure your head and side ?" 
"What would cure, that would kill me, 

Jane : 
And, as I must on earth abide 
Awhile, yet tempt me not to break 
My chain." 
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A DIRGE. 

Rough wind that meanest loud 

Grief too sad for song ; 
Wild wind when sullen cloud 

Knells all the night long ; 
Sad storm whose tears are vain, 
Bare woods whose branches stain, 
Deep caves and dreary main, 
Wail for the world's wrong ! 
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LINES. 

1. When the lamp is shattered, 
The light in the dust lies dead ; 

When the cloud is scattered, 
l^he rainbow's glory is shed ; 

When the lute is broken, 
Sweet notes are remembered not ; 

When the lips have spoken. 
Loved accents are soon forgot. 

2, As music and splendour 
Survive not the lamp and the lute, 

The heart's echoes render 
No song when the spirit is mute ; 

No song but sad dirges, 
Like the wind in a ruined cell, 
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Or the mournful suites 
That ring the dead seaman's knelL 

« 

When hearts have once mingled. 
Love first leaves the well-built nest ; 

The weak one is singled 
To endure what it once possessed. 

O, Love, who bewailest 
The frailty of all things here, 

Why chose you the frailest 
For your cradle, your home, and your bier? 

Its passions will rock thee. 
As the storms rock the ravens on high : 

Bright reason will mock thee, 
Like the sun from a wintry sky« 

From thy nest every rafter 
Will rot, and thine eagle home 

Leave thee naked to laughter 
When leaves fall and cold winds come. 
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LINBS WRITTEN IN THE BAY OF 

LERICL 

She left me at the silent time 
When the moon had ceased to climb 
The azure path of heaven's steep, 
And, like an albatross asleep, 
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Balanced on her wings of light, 

Hovered in the purple night, 

Ere she sought her ocean nest 

In the chambers of the west. 

She left me ; and I stayed alone, 

Thinking over every tone, 

Which, though silent to the ear. 

The enchanted heart could hear, 

Like notes which die when bom, but still 

Haunt the echoes of the hill. 

And feeling ever— oh too much ! — 

The soft vibration of her touch. 

As if her gentle hand even now 

Lightly trembled on my brow. 

And thus, although she absent were. 

Memory gave me all of her 

That even Fancy dares to claim. 

Her presence had made weak and tame 

All passions, and I lived alone 

In the time which is our own ; 

The past and future were forgot. 

As they had been, and would be, not 

But soon, the guardian angel gone. 

The daemon reassumed his throne 

In my faint heart. I dare not speak 

My thoughts ; but thus disturbed and weak 

I sat, and saw the vessels glide 

Over the ocean bright and wide. 

Like spirit-wingM chariots sent 

O'er some serenest element 
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For ministrations strange and far, 
As if to some elysian star 
They sailed for drink to medicine 
Such sweet and bitter pain as mine. 
And the wind that winged their flight 
From the land came fresh and light ; 
And the scent of winged flowers, 
And the coolness of the hours 
Of dew, and sweet warmth left by day. 
Were scattered o'er the twinkling bay ; 
And the flsher, with his lamp 
And spear, about the low rocks damp 
Crept, and struck the fish which came 
To worship the delusive flame. 
Too happy they, whose pleasure sou 
Extinguishes all sense and thought 
Of the regret that pleasure leaves. 
Destroying life alone, not peace 




n 
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. EPITAPH. 

These are two friends whose lives were 

undivided ; 
So let their memory be, now they have glided 
Under their grave ; let not their bones be parted. 
For their two hearts in life were single-hearted. 



FRAGMENTS. 
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I. 

TO MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT 
GODWIN. 

I. Mine eyes were dim with tears unshed ; 

YeSj I was firm. Thus wert not thou. 
My baffled looks did fear yet dread 

To meet thy looks — I could not know 
How anxiously they sought to shine 
With soothing pity upon mine. 



2. To sit and curb the sonVs mute rage 

Which preys upon itself alone ; 
To curse the life which is the cage 

Of fettered grief that dares not groan, 
Hiding from many a careless eye 
The scomM load of agony : — 

3. Whilst thou alone, then not regarded, 

The .... thou alone shouldst be. 

182 
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To spend years thus, and be rewarded 

As thou, sweet love, requitedst me 
When none were near — Oh ! I did wake 
From torture for that moment's sake ! 



4. Upon my heart thy accents sweet 

Of peace and pity fell, like dew 
On flowers half dead ; thy lips did meet 

Mine tremblingly ; thy dark eyes threw 
Their soft persuasion on my brain, 
Charming away its dream of pain. 

5. We are not happy, sweet I our state 

Is strange and full of doubt and fear ; 
More need of words that ills abate ; — 

Reserve or censure come not near 
Our sacred friendship, lest there be 
No solace left for thee and me. 

6. Gentle and good and mild thou art ; 

Nor can I live if thou appear 
Aught but thyself, or turn thine heart 

Away from me, or stoop to wear 
The mask of scorn, although it be 
To hide the love thou feel'st for me. 
Junct 1814. 

K— 
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n. 
TO MARY SHELLEY. 

O Mary dear, that you were here ! 
With your brown eyes bright and clear- 
And your sweet voice, like a bird 
Singing love to its lone mate 
In the ivy bower disconsolate, 

Voice the sweetest ever heard — 
And your brow more . . . 
Than the . . . sky 
Of this azure Italy. 

Mary dear, come to me soon I 

I am not well whilst thou art far. 
As sunset to the sphered moon. 
As twilight to the western star, 
Thoii, beloved, art to me. 

O Mary dear, that you were here ! 
The castle echo whispers " Here ! " 

EsTE, S^tetnbert 1818. 

H— 
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III. 

PRINCE ATHANASB. 

PART I. 

There was a youth who, as with toil and travel, 
Had grown quite weak and grey before his 
»time ; 
Nor any could the restless griefs unravel 

Which burned within him, withering up his 
prime. 
And goading him like fiends from land to land. 
Not his the load of any secret crime, 

For nought of ill his heart could understand, 

But pity and wild sorrow for the same ; 
Not his the thirst for glory or command 

Baffled with blast of hope-consuming shame ; 
Nor evil joys which fire the vulgar breast, 
And quench in speedy smoke its feeble flame. 

Had left within his soul the dark unrest : 

Nor what religion fables of the grave 
Feared he, Philosophy's accepted guest. 

For none than he a purer heart could have. 
Or that loved good more for itself alone ; 
Of nought in heaven or earth was he the slave 
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What sorrow, strange and shadowy and unknown, 
Sent him a hopeless wanderer through man- 
kind? 
If with a human sadness he did groan, 

He had a gentle yet aspiring mind, 
Just, innocent, with varied learning fed ; — 
And such a glorious consolation find 

In others' joy when all their own is dead. 

He loved and laboured for his kind in grief; 
And yet, unlike all others, it is said 

That from such toil he never found relief. 
Although a child of fortune and of power. 
Of an ancestral name the orphan chief, 

His soul had wedded Wisdom, and her dower 
Is love and justice ; clothed in which he sate 
Apart from men, as in a lonely tower. 

Pitying the tumult of their dark estate. 
Yet even in youth did he not e'er abuse 
The strength of wealth or thought, toconsecrate 

Those false opinions which the harsh rich use 

To blind the world they famish for their pride ; 
Nor did he hold from any man his dues. 

But, like a steward in honest dealings tried, 
With those who toiled and wept, the poor and 
wise. 
His riches and his cares he did divide. 
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Feaiiess he was, and scorning- all disguise ; 
What he dared do or think, though men might 
start, 
He spoke with mild yet unaverted eyes. 

liberal he was of soul, and frank of heart, 

And to his many friends — all loved him well — 

Whatever he knew or felt he would impart. 

If words he found those inmost thoughts to tell ; 

If not, he smiled or wept. — And his weak foes 

He neither spumed nor hated : though with fell 

And mortal hate their thousand voices rose, 
They passed like aimless arrows from his ear. 
Nor did his heart or mind its portal close 

To those or them, or any whom life's sphere 
May comprehend within its wide array. — 
What sadness made that vernal spirit sere ? 

He knew not Though his life day after day 
Was failing like an unreplenished stream ; 
Though in his eyes a cloud and bmthen lay 

Through which his soul, like Vesper's serene 
beam 
Piercing the chasms of ever-rising clouds, 
Shone, softly burning ; though his lips did seem 

Like reeds which quiver in impetuous floods. 
And through his sleep and o'er each waking hour 
Thoughts after thoughts, unresting multitudes. 
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Were driven within him by some secret power 

Which bade them blaze and live and roll afer 
(Like lights and sounds from haunted tower to 
tower 

O'er castled mountains borne when tempesf s 
war 
Is levied by the night-contending winds, 
And the pale dalesmen watch with eager ear) ; 

Though such were in his spirit, as the fiends 
Which wake and feed on everliving woe ; 
What was this grief which ne'er in other minds 

A mirror found ? He knew not — none could 
know. 
But on whoe'er might question him he turned 
The light of his frank eyes, as if to show 

He knew not of the grief within that burned. 

But asked forbearance with a mournful look ; 
Or spoke in words from which none ever learned 

The cause of his disquietude ; or shook 
With spasms of silent passion ; or turned pale : 
So that his friends soon rarely undertook 

To stir his secret pain without avail ; — 

For all who knew and loved him then perceived 
That there was drawn an adamantine veil 
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Between his heart and mind, — both unrelieved 

Wrought in his brain and bosom separate strife. 

Some said that he was mad ; others believed 

That memories of an antenatal life 

Made this where now he dwelt a penal hell ; 
And others said that such mysterious grieiV 

From God's displeasure, like a darkness, fell 
On souls like his, which owned no higher law 
Than love, — love calm, steadfast, invincible 

By mortal fear or supernatural awe. 

And others : "Tis the shadow of a dream 
Which the veiled eye of Memory never saw, 

" But through the souFs abyss, like some dark 
stream 
Through shattered mines and caverns under- 
ground, 

Rolls, shaking its foundations ; and no beam 

" Of joy may rise but it is quenched and drowned 
In the dim whirlpools of this dream obscure. 
Soon its exhausted waters will have found 

" A lair of rest beneath thy spirit pure, 
O Athanase ! In one so good and great, 
Evil or tumult cannot long endure." 

So spake they, idly of another's state 

Babbling vain words and fond philosophy : 
This was their consolation. Such debate 
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Men. held with one another. Nor did he, 
like one who labours with a human woe, 
Decline this talk : as if its theme might be 

Another, not himself he to and fro 
Questioned and canvassed it with svbdest 

wit* 
And none but those who loved him best could 

know — 

That which he knew not — how it galled and 

bit 
His weary mind, this converse vain and cold ; 
For, like an eyeless nightmare, grief did sit 

Upon his being, — a snake which fold by fold 
Pressed out the life of life, a clinging fiend 
Which clenched him, if he stirred, with 
deadlier hold. 
And so his grief remained — ^let it remain — ^untdd 

PART n. 

Prince Athanase had one Wov^d friend ; 
An old old man, with hair of silver white. 
And lips where heavenly smiles would hang 
and blend 

With his wise words, and eyes whose arrowy 
light 
Shone like the reflex of a thousand minds. 
He was the last whom superstition^s bliglit 
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Had spared in Greece — the blight thai cramps 

and blinds, — 
And in his olive bower at CEnoe 
Had sate from earliest youth. Like ocie who 

finds 

A fertile island in the barren sea, 
One mariner who has survived his mates 
Many a drear month in a great ship — so he 

With soul-snstaining songs and sweet, debates 

Of ancient lore there fed his lonely being. 
" The mind becomes that which it contemplates :'' 

And thus Zonoras, by for ever seeing 
Their bright creations, grew like wisest nien. 
And, when he heard the crash of nations fleeing 

A bloodier power than ruled thy ruins then 

O sacred Hellas f many weary years 
He wandered — till the path of Laian's glen 

Was grass-gijown, and the unremembered | 

tears I 

Were dry in Laian for their honoured chief. 
Who fell in Byzant, pierced by Moslem spears. 

And, as the lady looked with faithful grief 

From her high lattice o*er the rugged path 
Where she once saw that horseman toil, with i 

brief ' 
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And blighting hope, who with the news of 
death 
Struck body and soul as with a mortal blight. 
She saw, beneath the chesnuts far beneath. 

An old man toiling up, a weary wight 
And soon within her hospitable hall 
She saw his white hairs glittering in the light 

Of the wood fire, and round his shoulders fall 
And his wan visage and his withered mien. 
Yet calm and gentle and majesticaL 

And Athanase, her child, who must have been 

Then three years old, sate opposite and gazed 
In patient silence. 

• ••••• 

Such was Zonoras : and, as daylight finds 

One amaranth glittering on the path of frost 
When autunm nights have nipped all weaker 
kinds 

Thus through his age, dark, cold, and tempest- 
tossed 
Shone truth upon Zonoras ; and he filled 
From fountains pure, nigh overgrown and lost. 

The spirit of Prince Athanase, a child, 

With soul-sustaining songs of ancient lore, 
And philosophic wisdom, clear and mild. 
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And sweet and subtle talk now evermore 
The pupil and the master shared ; until, 
Sharing that undiminishable store, 

The youth, as shadows on a grassy hill 

Outrun the winds that chase them, soon outran 
His teacher, and did teach with native skill 

Strange truths and new to that experienced 

man 
Still they were friends, as few have ever been 
Who mark the extremes of life's discordant 

span. 

So in the caverns of the forest green. 

Or by the rocks of echoing ocean hoar, 
Zonoras and Prince Athanase were seen 

By summer woodmen. And, when winter's 
roar 
Sounded o'er earth and sea its blast of war, 
The Balearic fisher, driven from shore, 

Hanging upon the peaked wave afar. 

Then saw their lamp from Laian's turret gleam, 
Piercing the stormy darkness, like a star 

Which pours beyond the sea one steadfast 

beam, 

Whilst all the constellations of the sky 

Seemed reeling through the storm ; they did 

but seem — 
(38) G 
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For, lo ! the wintry clouds are all gone by, 
And bright Arcturus through yon pines is 
glowing. 
And far o'er southern waves immovably 

Belted 'Grion hangs*— warm light is flowing 
From the young moon into the sunset's chasm. — 
"O summer eve ! with power divine, bestowing 

*^ On thine own bird the sweet enthusiasm 

Which overflows in notes of liquid gladness, 
Filling the sky like light ! How many a spasm 

*^ Of fevered brains oppressed with grief and 
madness. 
Were lulled, by. thee, delightful nightingale ! 
And these soft waves murmuring a gentle 
sadness^ 

" And the far sighings of yon pmy dale 

Made vocal by some wind, we feel not here. — 
I bear alone what nothing may avail 

" To. lighten — 3. strange load ! " — No human 
ear 
Heard this lament ; but o'er the visage wan 
Of Athanase a ruffling atmosphere 

Of dark emotion, a swift shadow ran, 

Like wind upon some forest-bosomed lake, 
Glassy and dark. And that divine old man 
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Beheld his mystic friend's whok.being shake, 
Even, where, its. inmost depths -were, gloomiest : 
And. with a! calm< andi meafiured . voice he 
spakej 

And with a: soft and .equal, pressure pressed 
That.cold lean:hand.. "Dost .thou remember 

yet, 
When the curved, moonj then- lingering in the 

west, 

" Pausedj in yon- waves her'mighty^HGrns to 
wet, 
How in* those beams' we walked^ half resting on 
the. sea : 
'Tis just one year — sure, thou dost not forget ! 

" Then Plato's words of light in thee and me 
Lingered, like, moonlight in the. moonless 
east, 
For. we, had. just then read — ^thy memory 

" Is faithful now — the. story of the: feast.; 
And Agathon and Diotima seemed 

From death and dark, fojigetfulness re- 
leased." 
• • • • • • . 

'TWAS at the season when the Earth upspringS: 
From slumber.. As a sphered, angel's child, 
Shadowing its eyes with greea and golden 
wingSy, 
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Stands up before its mother bright and mild. 
Of whose soft voice the air expectant seems — 
So stood before the Sun, which shone and 
smiled 

To see it rise thus joyous from its dreams, 
The fresh and radiant Earth. The hoary 

grove 
Waxed green, and flowers burst forth like starry 

beams ; 

The grass in the warm sun did start and move, 
And sea-buds burst beneath the waves serene. 
How many a one, though none be near to love. 

Loves then the shade of his own soul, half seen 
In any mirror — or the Spring's young minions. 
The wingM leaves amid the copses green ! 

How many a spirit then puts on the pinions 
Of fancy, and outstrips the lagging blast, 
And his own steps — and over wide dominions 

Sweeps in his dream-drawn chariot, far and fast. 
More fleet than storms ! — the wide world 
shrinks below. 
When winter and despondency are past. 

• , • • • • • 

'TwAS at this season that Prince Athanase 
Passed the white Alps. Those eagle-baflfling 
mountains 
Slept in their shrouds of snow. Beside the ways 
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The waterfalls were voiceless ; for their 
fountains 
Were changed to mines of sunless crystal now, 
Or, by the curdling winds — like brazen wings 

Which clanged along the mountain's marble 
brow — 
Warped into adamantine fretwork, hung. 
And filled with frozen light the chasm below.' 



Thou art the wine whose drunkenness is all 
We can desire, O Love ! and happy souls, 
Ere from thy vine the leaves of autumn fall, 

Catch thee, and feed from their o'erflowing 
bowls 
Thousands who thirst for thy ambrosial dew. 
Thou art the radiance which where ocean rolls 

Investeth it ; and, when the heavens are blue. 

Thou fiUest them ; and, when the earth is fair 
The shadows of thy moving wings imbue 



Its deserts and its mountains, till they wear 

Beauty like some bright robe. Thou ever soarest 

Among the towers of men ; and as soft air 

In Spring, which moves the imawakened forest, 
Clothing with leaves its branches bare and 
bleak, 
Thou floatest among men, and aye implorest 
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That which 'from thee they -should implore. 
The weak 
Alone kneel to thee,oflfermg up the hearts 
The strong, have brdkcn:— ^yetwhere^ihall any 
seek 

A garment, whom thou clothest not? 



Her hair was brown ; her sphered eyes were 
btown, 
And .in .their dark and liquid moisture swam 
Like the .dim oii^ of the.edipsMimoon,; 

Yet, When the spirit flashed beneath, there 
came 
The light from them, as when tears- of. delight 
Double, the .western planet's rsenene Ifiame. 

Marlow,.'i8i7. 

H 

IV. 

THE TRIUMPH OF LIFE. 

Swift as /a spirit hastening: to his 'task 

Of glory and of good, the Sun* sprang 'forth 
Rejoicing in his splendour, and the mask 

Of darkness fell from the awakened earth. 
The smokeless altars of the mountain snows 
Flamed above crimson clouds, and at the binh 
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Of light the ocean's orison arose, 

To which the birds tempeced tfaeirmatin Iay» 
All flowers in field or forest which.unck>a& 

Their trembling eyelids to the kiss of day. 
Swinging their censers in the^ element, 
With orient incense lit by the new ray 

Burned slow and inconsumably, and sent 

Their odorous sighs up to the smiling air ; 
And, in succession du^, did continent, 

Isle, ocean, and all things that'in them wear 
The form and character of mortal mould. 
Rise as the Sun their father rose, to bear 

Their portion of the toil which he. of old 

Took as his own, and then. imposed. on them. 
But I, whom thoughts which must remain untold 

Had kept as wakeful as the stars that gem 
The cone of night, now they were laid asleep 
Stretched my faint limbs beneath the'hoaiy 
stem 

Which an old chestnut flung athwart' the* steep 

Of a green Apennine. Before me fled 
The night ; behind me rose the day ; 'the deep 

Was at my feet, and heaven abovamy-head ; — 
When a strange trance over my fancy grew, 
Which was not slumber, for the shade it spread 
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Was SO transparent that the scene came through 

As clear as, when a veil of light is drawn 
O'er evening hills, they glimmer ; and I knew 

That I had felt the freshness of that dawn 
Bathe in the same cold dew my brow and hair, 
And sate as thus upon that slope of lawn 

Under the selfsame bough, and heard as there 
The birds, the fountains, and the ocean, hold 

Sweet talk in music through the enamoured air. 
And then a vision on my brain was rolled. 



As in that trance of wondrous thought I lay, 

This was the tenour of my waking dream. — 
Methought I sate beside a public way 

Thick strewn with summer dust ; and a great 
stream 
Of people there was hurrying to and fro, 
Numerous as gnats upon the evening gleam, — 

All hastening onward, yet none seemed to know 
Whither he went, or whence he came, or why 
He made one of the multitude, and so 

Was borne amid the crowd as through the sky 
One of the million leaves of summer's bier. 
Old age and youth, manhood and infancy, 
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Mixed in one mighty torrent did appear : 
Some flying from the thing they feared, and 
some 
Seeking the object of another's fear. 

And others, as with steps towards the tomb. 
Pored on the trodden worms that crawled beneath ; 
And others mournfully within the gloom 

Of their own shadow walked, and called it death ; 

And some fled from it as it were a ghost. 
Half fainting in the affliction of vain breath. 

But more, with motions which each other 
crossed. 
Pursued or shunned the shadows the clouds 
threw. 
Or birds within the noonday ether lost. 

Upon that path where flowers never grew, — 

And, weary with vain toil and faint for thirst. 
Heard not the fountains whose melodious dew 

Out of their mossy cells for ever burst. 
Nor felt the breeze which from the forest told 
Of grassy paths, and wood lawns interspersed 

With overarching elms, and caverns cold. 
And violet-banks where sweet dreams brood ; 
— but they 
Pursued their serious folly as of old. 

G2 
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And, as I gazed, methought that in the way 
The throng grew wilder, as the woods of June 
When the south wind shakes the extinguished 
day; 

And a cold glare, intenser than the noon — 
But icy cold, obscured with blinding light 
The sun, as he the stars. Like the young moon — 

When on the sunlit limits of the night 
Her white shell trembles amid crimson air. 
And whilst the sleeping tempest gathers 
might — 

Doth, as the herald of its coming, bear 

The ghost of her dead mother, whose dim form 
Bends in dark ether from her infants chair : 

So came a chariot on the silent storm 
Of its own rushing splendour ; and a Shape 
So sate within, as one whom years deform. 

Beneath a dusky hood and double cape. 

Crouching within the shadow of a tomb. 
And o'er what seemed the head a cloud-like crape 

Was bent, a dun and faint ethereal gloom 
Tempering the light. Upon the chariot beam 
A Janus-visaged Shadow did assume 

The guidance of that wonder-winged team. 

The shapes which drew it in thick lightnings 
Were lost : — I heard alone on the air's soft stream 
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The music of their ever-moving wings. 
All the four faces of that Charioteer 

Had their eyes banded. Little profit brings 

Speed in the van and blindness in the rear, 

Nor then avail the beams that quench the sun ; 
Or that with banded eyes could pierce the sphere 

Of all that is, has been, or will be, done. 
So ill was the car guided — but it passed 
With solemn speed majestically on. 

The crowd gave way ; and I arose aghast, 

Or seemed to rise, so mighty was the trance. 
And saw, like clouds upon the thunder-blast. 

The million with fierce song and maniac dance 
Raging around. Such seemed the jubilee 
As when, to greet some conqueror's advance. 

Imperial Rome poured forth her living sea 

From senate-house and forum and theatre, 
When .... upon the free 

Had bound a yoke which soon they stooped 
to bear. 
Nor wanted here the just similitude 
Of a triumphal pageant, for, where'er 

The chariot rolled, a captive multitude 

Was driven :— all those who had grown old in 
power 
Or misery ; all who had their age subdued 
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By action or by suffering, and whose hour 
Was drained to its last sand in weal or woe, 
So that the trunk survived both fruit and 
flower j 

All those whose fame or infamy must grow 

Till the great winter lay the form and name 
Of this green earth with them for ever low ; 

All but the sacred few who could not tame 
Their spirits to the conquerors, but, as soon 
As they had touched the world with living 
flame, 

Fled back like eagles to their native noon. 

Or those who put aside the diadem 
Of earthly thrones or gems . , . 

Were there, of Athens or Jerusalem, 
Were neither 'mid the mighty captives seen, 
Nor *mid the ribald crowd that followed them, 

Nor those who went before fierce and obscene. 
The wild dance maddens in the van; and 
those 
Who lead it, fleet as shadows on the green, 

Outspeed the chariot, and without repose 
Mix with each other in tempestuous measure 
To savage music, wilder as it grows. 
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They, tortured by their agonizing pleasure. 

Convulsed, and on the rapid whirlwinds spun 
Of that fierce Spirit whose unholy leisure 

Was soothed by mischief since the world 
begun, 
Throw back their heads and loose their stream- 
ing hair ; 

And, in their dance round her who dims the 
sun, 

Maidens and youths fling their wild arms in air. 
As their feet twinkle, they recede, — and now, 
Bending within each other's atmosphere. 

Kindle invisibly, and, as they glow, 
Like moths by light attracted and repelled, 
Oft to their bright destruction come and go ; 

Till (like two clouds into one vale impelled. 
That shake the mountains when their light- 
nings mingle. 
And die in rain) the fiery band which held 

Their natures snap, while the shock still may 
tingle. 
One falls, and then another, in the path, 
Senseless — nor is the desolation single. 

Yet, ere I can say where, the chariot hath 

Passed over them— nor other trace I find 
But as of foam after the ocean's wrath 
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Is spent upon the desert shore. Behind, 
Old men and women, foully disarrayed, 

Shake their grey hairs in the insulting wind ; 

And follow in the dance with limbs decayed, 
Limping to reach the light which leaves them 
still 
Farther behind and deeper in the shade. 

But not the less with impotence of will 
They wheel (though ghastly shadows interpose 
Round them and round each other), and fulfil 

Their work, and in the dust from whence they 
rose 
Sink, and corruption veils them as they lie, 
And past in these performs what . . in those. — 

Struck to the heart by this sad pageantry, 
Half to myself I said ; " And what is this ? 
Whose shape is that within the car? — ^And 

• why" 

(I would have added) " is all here amiss ? " — 
But a voice answered — " Life ! " — I turned, 
and knew 
(O Heaven, have mercy on such wretchedness !) 

That what I thought was an old root which 
grew 
To strange distortion out of the hill side 
Was indeed one of that deluded crew ; 
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And that the grass which methonght hung so 
wide 
And white was but his thin discoloured hair ; 
And that the holes it vainly sought to hide 



Were or had been eyes. — "If thou canst, 
forbear 
To join the dance, which I had well forborne," 
Said the grim Feature (of my thought aware), 

" I will unfold that which to this deep scorn 

Led me and my companions, and relate 
The progress of the pageant since the mom. 

"If thirst of knowledge shall not then abate, 
Follow it thou even to the liight ; but I 

Am weary." — Then, like one who with the 
weight 

Of his own words is staggered, wearily 

He paused; and, ere he could resume, I 
cried, 
" First, who art thou ?" — " Before thy memory, 

'* I feared, loved, hated, suffered, did, and 

died; 
And, if the spark with which Heaven lit my 

spirit 
Had been with purer nutriment supplied, 
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" Corruption would not now thus much inherit 
Of what was once Rousseau, — nor this 

disguise 
Stain that which ought to have disdained to 

wear it. 

" If I have been extinguished, yet there rise 
A thousand beacons from the spark I bore." 
" And who are those chained to the car ? " 
** The wise, 

" The great, the unforgotten, — they who wore 
Mitres and helms and crowns, or wreaths of 

light, 

Signs of thought's empire over thought. Their 
lore 

" Taught them not this, to know themselves ; 
their might 
Could not repress the mystery within ; 

And, for the morn of truth, they feigned, 
deep night 

" Caught them ere evening." ** Who is he 

with chin 
Upon his breast, and hands crossed on his 

chain ? " 
" The child of a fierce hour. He sought to win 

" The world, and lost all that it did contain 
Of greatness, in its hope destroyed ; and more 
Of fame and peace than virtue's self can gain 
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" Without the opportunity which bore 

Him on its eagle pinions to the peak 
From which a thousand climbers have before 

" Fallen, as Napoleon felL" I felt my cheek 
Alter to see the shadow pass away 

Whose grasp had left the giant world so weak 

That every pygmy kicked it as it lay. 

And much I grieved to think how power and 
will 
In opposition rule our mortal day, 

And why God made irreconcileable 
Good and the means of good ; and for despair 
I half disdained mine eyes' desire to fill 

With the spent vision of the times that were, 
And scarce have ceased to be. — " Dost thou 
behold," 
Said my guide, " those spoilers spoiled, Voltaire, 

" Frederick and Paul, Catherine and Leopold, 
And hoary anarchs, demagogues, and sage — 

names which the world thinks always 

old? 

«* For, in the battle Life and they did wage, 

She remained conqueror. I was overcome 
By my own heart alone, which neither age 
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" Nor tears nor infamy, nor now the tomb, 
Could temper to its object" — " Let them pass !" 
I cried. "The world and its mysterious 
doom 

'* Is not so much more glorious than it was 
That I desire to worship those who drew 
New figures on its false and fragile glass 

" As the old faded" — " Figures ever new 
Rise on the bubble, paint them as you may ; 
We have but thrown, as those before us threw, 

" Our shadows on it as it passed away. — 

But mark how chained to the triumphal chair 
The mighty phantoms of an elder day. 

" All that is mortal of great Plato there 
Expiates the joy and woe his Master knew not 
The star that ruled his doom was fiar too fair : 

"And life, where long that flower of heaven 

grew not. 
Conquered that heart, by love, which gold 

or pain 
Or age or sloth or slavery could subdue not 

" And near him walk the . . . twain,—- 
The Tutor, and his Pupil whom dominion 
Followed as tame as vulture in a chain. 
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" The world was darkened beneath either pinion 

Of him whom from the flock of conquerors 
Fame singled out for her thunder-bearings 
minion : — 

" The other long outlived both woes and wars, 
Throned in the thoughts of men ; and still had 
kept 
The jealous key of truth's eternal doors 

" If Bacon's eagle spirit had not leapt 

Like lightning out of darkness. He compelled 
The Proteus shape of Nature, as it slept, 

" To wake, and lead him to the caves that held 
The treasure of the secrets of its reign. — 
See the great Bards of elder time, who quelled 

" The passions which they sung, asbytheir strain 

May well be known : their living melody 
Tempers its own contagion to the vein 

" Of those who are infected with it. I 
Have suffered what I wrote, or viler pain ; 
And so my words have seeds of misery — 

" Even as the deeds of others, not as theirs." 
And then he pointed to a company 

'Midst whom I quickly recognised the heirs 

Of Caesar's crime, from him to Constantine ; 
The anarch chiefs, whose force and murderous 
snares 
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Had founded many a sceptre-bearing line, 
And spread the plague of gold and blood abroad; 
And Gregory and John, and men divine 

Who rose like shadows between man and God, 

Till that eclipse, still hanging over heaven, 
Was worshipped, by the world o'er which they 
strode, 

For the true sun it quenched. "Their 
power was given 
But to destroy," replied the leader : — " I 
Am one of those who have created, even 

" If it be but a world of agony.'* 

"Whence camest thou, and whither goest 
thou? 
How did thy course begin," I said, " and why ? 

• 

" Mine eyes are sick of this perpetual flow 
Of people, and my heart sick of one sad 

thought : — 
Speak ! " — " Whence I am, I partly seem to 

know; 

"And how and by what paths I have been 

brought 
To this dread pass, methinks even thou mayst 

g^ess. 
Why this should be, my mind can compass not ; 
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" Whither the conqueror hurries me, still less. 
But follow thou, and from spectator turn 
Actor or victim in this wretchedness ; 

" And what thou wouldst be taught I then may 

learn 
From thee. Now listen; — In the April 

prime, 
When all the forest tips began to bum 

** With kindling green, touched by the azure 
clime 
Of the young season, I was laid asleep 

Under a mountain which from unknown time 

" Had yawned into a cavern high and deep. 

And from it came a gentle rivulet, 
Whose water, like clear air, in its calm sweep 

" Bent the soft grass, and kept for ever wet 
The stems of the sweet flowers, and filled the 
grove 
With sounds which whoso hears must needs 
forget 

" All pleasure and all pain, all hate and love. 

Which he had known before that hour of rest. 
A sleeping mother then would dream not of 

" The only child who died upon her breast 
At eventide ; a king would mourn no more 
The crown of which his brows were dis- 
possessed 
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** When the sun lingered o'er his ocean floor 

To gild his rival's new prosperity ; 
Thou wouldst forget thus vainly to deplore 

"Ills which, if ills, can find no cure from 
thee. 
The thought of which no other sleep will quell. 
Nor other music blot from memory ; — 

" So sweet and deep is the oblivious spelL 

And whether life had been before that sleep 
The heaven which I imagine, or a hell 

" Like this harsh world in which I wake to 
weep, 
I know not. I arose ; and for a space 

The scene of woods and waters seemed to 
keep, 

" Though it was now broad day, a gentle trace 

Of light diviner than the common sun 
Sheds on the common earth, and all the place 

"Was filled with magic sounds woven into one 
Oblivious melody, confusing sense 

Amid the gliding waves and shadows dun« 

"And, as I looked, the bright omnipresence 

Of morning through the orient cavern flowed 
And the sun's image radiantly intense 
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"Burned on the waters of the well that glowed 
Like gold, and threaded all the forest's maze 
With winding paths of emerald fire. There 
stood 

" Amid the sun, — as he amid the blaze 

Of his own glory, on the vibrating 
Floor of the fountain paved with flashing rays — 

" A Shape all light, which with one hand did 
fling 
Dew on the earth, as if she were the dawn, 
And the invisible rain did ever sing 

•* A silver music on the mossy lawn ; 

And still before me on the dusky grass 
Iris her many-coloured scarf had drawn. 

• '* In her right hand she bore a crystal glass, 
Mantling with bright nepenthe ; the fierce 
splendour 
Fell from her as she moved under the mass 

" Of the deep cavern, and, with palms so tender 
Their tread broke not the mirror of its billow, 
Glided along the river, and did bend her 

" Head under the dark boughs ; till, like a 
willow, 
Hw fair hair swept the bosom of the stream 
That whispered with delight to be its pillow 
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"As one enamoured is upborne in dream 

O'er lily-paven lakes 'mid silver mist, 
To wondrous music, — so this shape might 
seem 

" Partly to tread the waves with feet which 
kissed 
The dancing foam, partly to glide along 

The air which roughened the moist amethyst, 

" Or the faint morning beams that fell among 
The trees, or the soft shadows of the trees. 
And her feet, ever to the ceaseless song 

" Of leaves and winds and waves and birds 
and bees 
And falling drops, moved in a measure new, — 
Yet sweet, as on the summer evening breeze, 

" Up from the lake, a shape of golden dew, 
Between two rocks, athwart the rising 
moon, 
Dances i' the wind, where never eagle flew; 

"And still her feet, no less than the sweet 

tune 
To which they moved, seemed as they moved 

to blot 
The thoughts of him who gazed on tbem. 

And soon 
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** All that was seemed as if it had been not ; 

And all the gazer's mind was strewn beneath 
Her feet like embers; and she, thought by 
thought, 

''Trampled its sparks into the dust of 

death, — 
As Day upon the threshold of the east 

Treads out the lamps of night, until the 

breath 

" Of darkness re-illume even the least 

Of heaven's living eyes. Like day she came, 
Making the night a dream. And, ere she 
ceased 

" To move, as one between desire and shame 
Suspended, I said : * If, as it doth seem. 

Thou comest from the realm without a name 

" ' Into this valley of perpetual dream. 

Show whence I came, and where I am, and 
why — 
Pass not away upon the passing stream,' 

** * Arise and quench thy thirst,' was her reply. 
And, as a shut lily stricken by the wand 
Of dewy morning's vital alchemy, 

*' I rose ; and, bending at her sweet command, 

Touched with faint lips the cup she raised. 
And suddenly my brain became as sand 
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*' Where the first wave had more than half 
erased 
The track of deer on desert Labrador, 

Whilst the wolf, from which they fled amazed, 

** Leaves his stamp visibly upon the. shore 

Until the second bursts ; — so on my sight 
Burst a new vision never seen before. 

** And the fair shape waned in the coming 

light, 

As veil by veil the silent splendour drops 
.From Lucifer amid the chrysolite 

** Of sunrise ere it tinge the mountain tops. 

And, as the presence of that fairest planet, 
Although unseen, is felt by one who hopes 

" That his day's path may end, as he began it, 
In that star's smile whose light is like the scent 
Of a jonquil when evening breezes fan it, 

" Or the soft note in which his dear lament 

The Brescian shepherd breathes, or the caress 
That turned his weary slumber- to content, — 

" So knew I in that light's severe excess 

The presence of that shape which on the stream 

Moved, as I moved along the wilderness, 

** More dimly than a day-appearing dream, 

The ghost of a forgotten form of sleep, 
A light of heaven whose half-extinguished beam 
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" Through the sick day in which we wake to 
weep 
Glimmers, for ever sought, for ever lost. 
:So .did that "shape its obscure tenour keep 

''Beside my path, as. silent as a ghost 

But the new vision,, and the cold bright car. 
With solemn, speed and stunnii)g.music,t crossed 

" The forest ; and, as if from some dread war 
Triumphantly returning, the loud million 
Fiercely extolled the fortune of her star. 

**A moving arch of victory the vermilion 

And green and azure plumes of Iris had 
Bmlt high over her wind^wmged 'pavilion : 

*^ And underneath. ethereal. glory clad 
The wilderness ; and far before her flew 

.The tQnipest of the. splendour which f forbade 

'^Shadow to fall from leaf and stone. The. crew 
Seemed, in that light, like atomies to dance 
Within a sunbeam. Some upon the new 

'**'Embr6idery x)f-flowers,'fhdt did enhance 
The grassy vesture of the desert, played. 
Forgetful of the chariot's swift advance ; 

"Others stood gazing, till within the shade 

• Df the ^reat mountain its light left.them dim ; 
Others outspeeded it ; and others made 
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** Circles around it, like the clouds that 
swim 
Round the high moon in a bright sea of air ; 
And more did follow, with exulting hymn, 

** The chariot and the captives fettered there. 

But all, like bubbles on an eddying flood, 
Fell into the same track at last, and were 

" Borne onward. I among the multitude 
Was swept Me sweetest flowers delayed not 
long; 
Me, not the shadow nor the solitude ; 

" Me, not that falling stream's lethean song ; 

Me, not the phantom of that early form 
Which moved upon its motion : — but among 

" The thickest billows of that living storm 
I plunged, and bared my bosom to the clime 
Of that cold light whose airs too soon deform. 

** Before the chariot had begun to climb 

The opposing steep of that mysterious dell. 
Behold a wonder worthy of the rhyme 

" Oa him whom from the lowest depths of 
hell, 
Through every paradise and through all glory, 
Love led serene, and who returned to tell 
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" The words of hate and awe, — the wondrous 
story 
How all things are transfigured except Love ; 
For, deaf as is a sea which wrath makes hoary, 

"The world can hear not the sweet notes 
that move 
The sphere whose light is melody to lovers. 
A wonder worthy of his rhyme ! The grove 

" Grew dense with shadows to its inmost covers ; 
The earth was grey with phantoms ; and the 

air 
Was peopled with dim forms, as when there 

hovers 

" A flock of vampire-bats before the glare 
Of the tropic sun, bringing, ere evening. 
Strange night upon some Indian isle. Thus 
were 

"Phantoms diffused around. And some did 
fling 
Shadows of shadows, yet unlike themselves. 
Behind them ; some like eaglets on the wing 

" Were lost in the white day ; others like elves 
Danced in a thousand unimagined shapes 
Upon the sunny streams and grassy shelves ; 
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** And. Others sate; chattering like restless apes 

On vulgar hands. 
Some made a cxadletof. the ermined. capes 

" Of kingly mantles ; some across the tiar 
Of pontiffs sate, like vultures.; others, played 
Under the crown which girt > with empire 

" A baby's or. an idiot's, brow, and made. 
Their nests in it. The old anatomies 
Sate hatching their bare broods under the shade 

" Of demon wings ; and laughed from their 
dead eyes 
To re-assume the delegated power 

Arrayed in which those worms did monarchise 

" Who made^ this earth- their charnel. Others, 
more 
Humble, like^ falcons, sat upon the fist 
Of common men, and round their heads did soar; 

" Or, like small gnats and flies- as thick- as 
mist 
On evening marshes, thronged about the brow 
Of lawyer, statesman, priest, and theorist ; — 

" And others,, like discoloured flakes of snow, 

On fairest. bosoms, and the sunniest hair 
Fell, and w^re melted, by the youthful glow^ 
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" Which they extinguished ; and, like tears, 
they were 
A veil to those from whose faint lids they rained 
In drops of sorrow. I became aware 

*' Of whence those forms proceeded which thus 

stained 
The track in which we moved. After brief 

space. 
From every form the beauty slowly waned. 



»*■ 



From every • firmest limb and fairest face 
The strength and freshness fell like dust, and 
left 
TJie action and the shape without the grace 

" Of life. The marble brow of youth was cleft 
With care ; and,, in those eyes, where, once 
hope shone. 
Desire, like a lioness bereft. 

" Of her last cub, glared ere it died. Each 

one 
Of that great crowd sent forth incessantly 
These shadows, numerous as the dead leaves 

blown 

" In autumn evening from a poplar tree. 

Each like himself, and each like other, were 
At first But some distorted seemed to be, — 
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" Obscure clouds moulded by the casual air ; 
And of this stuff the car's creative ray 

Wrought all the busy phantoms that were 
there, 

" As the sun shapes the clouds. Thus on the 
way 
Mask after mask fell from the countenance 
And form of all. And, long before the day 

" Was old, the joy which waked like heaven's 
glance 
The sleepers in the oblivious valley died ; 
And some grew weary of the ghastly dance, 

" And fell, as I have fallen, by the way-side ; — 
Those soonest from whose forms most 
shadows passed,. 
And least of strength and beauty did abide. 

" ' Then, what is is life ? ' I cried"— 
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V. 

THE BOAT ON THE SERCHIO. 

O0R boat is asleep on Serduo's stream. 

Its sails are folded like thoughts in a dream ; 

The helm sways idly, hither and diither. 
Dominic the boatman has brought the mast 
And the oars and the sails ; bat 'tis sleeping 
fast. 

Like a beast micbnsdous of its tether. 

The stars burnt out in the pale blue air, 
And the thin white moon lay withering there ; 
To tower and cavern and rift and tree 
The owl and the bat fled drowsily. 
Day had kindled the dewy woods, 

And the rocks above and the stream below, 
And the vapours in their multitudes, 

And the Apennines* shroud of summer snow, 
And clothed with light of aery gold 
The mists in their eastern caves uproUed 

Day had awakened all things that be ; — 
The lark and the thrush and the swallow free, 
And the milkmaid's song, and the mower's 
scythe, 
And the matin-bell, and the mountain bee. 
Fireflies were quenched on the dewy com ; 
{38) H 
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Glow-worms went out on the river's brim, 
Like lamps which a student forgets to trim ; 
The beetle forgot to wind his horn ; 
The crickets were still in the meadow and 

hill. 
Like a flock of rooks at a farmer's gun, 
Night's dreams and terrors, every one, 
Fled from the brains which are their prey 
From the lamp's death to the morning ray. 

All rose to do the task He set to each 

Who shaped us to His ends and not our own. 
The million rose to learn, and one to teach 

What none yet ever knew, nor can be known; 
..... and many rose 

'Whose woe was such that fear became desire. 
TWelchior and Lionel were not among those ; 
They from the throng of men had stepped aside, 
And made their home under the green hill 

side. 
It was that hill whose intervening brow 

Screens Lucca from the Pisan's envious eye ; 
Which the circumfluous plain waving below. 

Like a wide lake of green fertility, 

With streams and fields and marshes bare, 

Divides from the far Apennines, which lie 
Islanded in the immeasurable air. 



** What think you, as she lies in her green cow, 
Our little sleeping boat is dreaming of? " 
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"If morning dreams are true, why I should 

guess 
That she was dreaming of our idleness, 

And of the miles of watery way 
We should have led her by this time of day.*' 

" Never mind f ^ said Lionel. 

" Give care to the winds ; they can bear 

it well 
About yon poplar tops. And see 1 
The white clouds are driving merrily, 
And the stars Ave miss this mom will light 
More willingly our return to-night. 
How it whistles, Dominic's long black hair ; 
List my dear fellow ; the breeze blows fair ; 
Hear how it sings into the air.'* 

" Of us and of our lazy motions," 

Impatiently said Melchior, 
" If I can guess a boat's emotions ; 

And how we ought, two hours before. 
To have been the devil knows where." 
And then, in such transalpine Tuscan 
As would have killed a Delia- Cruscan, 



SOy Lionel according to his art 

Weaving his idle words, Melchior said ; 
«* She dreams that we are not yet out of bed ; 
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We'll put a soul into her, and a heart 

Which like a dove chased by a dove shall beat" 



" Ay, heave the ballast overboard, 
And stow the eatables in the aft locker." 
" Would not this keg be best a little lowered ? " 
"No, now airs right." "Those bottles of 

warm tea — 
(Give me some straw) — must be stowed 

tenderly ; 
Such as we used, in summer after six. 
To cram in great- coat pockets, and to mix 
Hard eggs and radishes and rolls at Eton, 
And, couched on stolen hay in those green 

harbours 
Farmers called gaps, and we schoolboys called 

arbours, 
Would feast till eight." 



With a bottle in one hand. 
As if his very soul were at a stand, 
Lionel stood — when Melchior brought him 

steady : — 
" Sit at the helm — fasten this sheet — all ready!" 
The chain is loosed, the sails are spread, 

The living breath is fresh behind, 
As, with dews and sunrise fed, 

Comes the laughing morning wind 
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The sails are fiill, the boat makes head 
Agzdnst the Serchio's torrent fierce ; 
Then flags with intermitting course, 
And hangs upon the wave, and stems 
The tempest of the .... 
Which fervid from its mountain source 
Shallow, smooth, and strong, doth come. 
Swift as fire, tempestuously 
It sweeps into the affiighted sea. 
In morning smile its eddies coil ; 
Its billows sparkle, toss, and boil ; 
Torturing all its quiet light 
Into columns fierce and bright 

The Serchio, twisting forth 
Between the marble barriers which it clove 

At Ripafratta, leads through the dread chasm 
The wave that died the death which lovers love, 
Living in what it sought. As if this spasm 
Had not yet passed, the toppling mountains 
cling. 
But the clear stream in full enthusiasm 
Pours itself on the plain ; then, wandering 

Down one clear path of effluence crystalline, 
Sends its superfluous waves that they may fling 

At Arno's feet tribute of com and wine. 
Then, through the pestilential deserts wild 

Of tangled marsh and woods of stunted pine, 
It rushes to the ocean. 
July^ 1821. 
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VI. 

MUSIC. 

I. 

I PANT for the music which is divine ; 

My heart in its thirst is a dying flower. 
Pour forth the sound like enchanted. wine ; 

Loosen the notes in a silver shower. 
Like a herhless plain for the gentle rain, 
I gasp, I faint, till they wake again. 



Let me drink of the spirit of that sweet sound 
More, oh more . — 1 am thirsting yet ! 

It loosens the serpent which care has bomid 
Upon my heart, to stifle it ; 

The dissolving strain, through every vem, 

Passes into my heart and brain. 

3- 

As a scent of a violet withered up. 

Which grew by the brink of a silver lake. 

When the hot noon has drained its dewy cnp. 
And mist there was none its thirst to slake — 

And the violet lay dead while the odour flew 

On the wings of the wind o*er the waters blue : 
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4- 

As one who drinks from a charmed cup 

Of foaming and sparkling and murmuring 
wine, 

Whom a mighty enchantress, filling up, 
Invites to love with her kiss divine. 



1 821. 

M- 



VII. 

EVENING. 

PONT£ AL MARE, PISA, 
I. 

The sun is set ; the swallows are asleep ; 

The bats are flitting fast in the grey air ; 
The slow soft toads out of damp comers creep ; 

And evening's breath, wandering here and 
there 
Over the quivering surface of the stream, 
Wakes not one ripple from its summer dream. 

2. 

There is no dew on the dry grass to-night, 
Nor damp within the shadow of the trees ; 

The wind is intermitting, dry, and light ; 
And in the inconstant motion of the breeze 
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The dust and straws are driven up and down, 
And whirled about the pavement of the town. 



Within the surface of the fleeting river 
The wrinkled image of the city lay, 

Immovably unquiet, and for ever 
It trembles, but it never fades away. 

Go to the .... 

You, being changed, will find it then as now. 

4- 
The chasm in which the sun has sunk is shut 

By darkest barriers of cinereous cloud, 
Like mountain over mountain huddled, but 

Growing and moving upwards in a crowd ; 
And over it a space of watery blue. 
Which the keen evening star is shining through. 
1821. 
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VIII. 

THE WOODMAN AND THE 
NIGHTINGALE. 

A WOODMAN, whose rough heart was out of tune 
(I think such hearts yet never came to good), 
Hated to hear, imder the stars or moon. 



WOODMAN AND THE NIGHTINGALE. 233 

One nightingale in an interfluous wood 
Satiate the hungry dark with melody. 
And as a vale is watered by a flood, 

Or as the moonlight fills the open sky 

Struggling with darkness — as a tuberose 
Peoples some Indian dell with scents which lie 

Like clouds above the flower from which they 
rose — 
The singing of that happy nightingale 

In this sweet forest, from the golden close 

Of evening till the star of dawn may fail, 

Was interfused upon the silentness. 
The folded roses and the violets pale 

Heard her within their slumbers ; the abyss 
Of heaven with all its planets ; the dull ear 
Of the night-cradled Earth ; the loneliness 

Of the circumfluous waters. Every sphere. 
And every flower and beam and cloud and 
wave. 
And every wind of the mute atmosphere. 

And every beast stretched in its rugged cave. 
And every bird lulled on its mossy bough, 
And every silver moth fresh from the grave 

Which is its cradle (ever from below 

Aspiring, like one who loves too fair, too far, 
To be consumed within the purest glow 

H2 
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Of one serene and unapproach^d star, 
As if it were a lamp of earthly light, — 
Unconscious^ as some human lovers are, 

Itself how low, how high beyond all height 
The heaven where it would perish), and 
every form 
That worshipped in the temple of the night. 

Was awed into delight, and by the charm 
Girt as with an interminable zone ; 

Whilst that sweet bird, whose music was a 
storm 

Of sound, shook forth the dull oblivion 

Out of their dreams. Harmony became love 
In every soul but one. 



And so this man returned with axe and saw 

At evening close from killing the tall tneen, 
The soul of whom, by Nature's gentle law, 

Was each a Wood-nymph, and kept ever 
green 
The pavement and the roof of the wild copse, 
Chequering the sunlight of the blue serene 

With jagged leaves, and from the forest tops 
Singing the winds to sleep, or weeping oft 
Fast showers of aerial water-drops 
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Into her mother's bosom sweet and soft, — 
Nature's pure tears which have no bitterness. 
Around the cradles of the birds aloft 

They spread themselves into the loveliness 

Of fan-like leaves ; and over pallid flowers 
Hang like moist clouds ; or, where high 
branches kiss, 

Make a green space among the silent bowers 
(Like a vast fane in a metropolis, 

Surrounded by the columns and the towers 

All overwrought with branch-like traceries) ; 

In which there is religion, and the mute 
Persuasion of unkindled melodies. 

Odours, and gleams, and murmurs, which 
the lute 
Of the blind Pilot-Spirit of the blast 

Stirs as it sails, now grave and now acute, — 

Wakening the leaves and waves, ere it has 
passed, 
To such brief unison as on the brain 
One tone which never can recur has cast, 

One accent never to return again. 

• ••■•• 

The world is full of Woodmen who expel 

Love's gentle Dryads from the haunts of life, 
And vex the nightingales in every dell. 

1818. 
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IX. 

OTHO. 

Thou wert not Cassius, and thou couldst not be, 
" Last of the Romans," — though thy memory 
claim 

From Brutus his own glory, and on thee 
Rests the full splendour of his sacred fame ; 

Nor he who dared make the foul tyrant quail 
Amid his cowering senate with thy name ; 

Though thou and he were great, it will avail 

To thine own fame that Otho's should not fail 

'Twill wrong thee not : thou wouldst, if thou 
couldst feel, 

Abjure such envious fame. Great Otho died 
Like thee : he sanctified his country's steel. 

At once the tyrant and tyrannicide, 
In his own blood. A deed it was to wring 

Tears from all men — though full of gentle 
pride, 
Such pride as from impetuous love may spring 
That will not be refused its offering. 

Dark is the realm of grief : but human things 

Those may not know who cannot weep for 

them. 
1817. 
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X. 

GINEVRA. 

Wild, pale, and wonder-stricken, even as one 
Who staggers forth into the air and sun 
From the dark chamber of a mortal fever, — 
Bewildered, and incapable, and ever 
Fancying strange comments, in her dizzy brain. 
Of usual shapes, till the familiar train 
Of objects and of persons passed like things 
Strange as a dreamei^s mad imaginings, — 
Ginevra from the nuptial altar went ; 
The vows to which her lips had sworn assent 
Rung in her brain still with a jarring din, 
Deafening the lost intelligence within. 

And so she moved under the bridal veil, 
Which made the paleness of her cheek more 

pale. 
And deepened the faint crimson of her mouth. 
And darkened her dark locks, as moonlight doth 
And of the gold and jewels glittering there 
She scarce felt conscious, but the weary glare 
Lay like a chaos of unwelcome light. 
Vexing the sense with gorgeous undelight, 
A moonbeam in the shadow of a cloud 
Were less heavenly fair. Her face was bowed ; 
And, as she passed, the diamonds in her hair 
Were mirrored in the polished marble stair 
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Which led from the cathedral to the street ; 
And ever as she went her light fair feet 
Erased these images. 



The bridemaidens who round her throngii^ 

came : — 
Some with a sense of self-rebuke and shame. 
Envying the unenviable ; and others 
Making the joy which shouldhave been another's 
Their own by gentle sympathy ; and some 
Sighing to think of an unhappy home ; 
Some few admiring what can ever lure 
Maidens to leave the heaven serene and pure 
Of parents' smiles for life's great cheat — a thing 
Bitter to taste, sweet in imagining. 

But they are all dispersed — and lo ! she stands 
Looking in idle grief on her white hands, 
Alone within the garden now her own, 
(And through the sunny air, with jangling tone. 
The music of the merry marriage-bells. 
Killing the azure silence, sinks and swells) — 
Absorbed like one within a dream who dreams 
That he is dreaming, until slumber seems 
A mockery of itself — when suddenly 
Antonio stood before her, pale as she. 

With agony, with sorrow, and with pride, 
He lifted his wan eyes upon the bride, 
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And said — "Is this thy feith?" And then, 

as one 
Whose sleeping face is stricken by the sun 
With light like a harsh voice, which bids him 

rise 
And look upon his day of life with eyes 
Which weep in vain that they can dream no 

more, 
Ginevra saw her lover ; and forbore 
To shriek or faint, and checked the stifling blood 
Rushing upon her heart, and unsubdued 
Said : " Friend, if earthly violence or ill. 
Suspicion, doubt, or the tyrannic will 
Of parents, chance or custom, time or change, 
Or circumstance or terror or revenge, 
Or wildered looks or words, or evil speech. 
With all their stings and venom, can impeach 
Our love, — we love not. If the grave, which 

hides 
The victim from the tyrant, and divides 
The cheek that whitens from the eyes that dart 
Imperious inquisition to the heart 
That is another's, could dissever ours, 
We love not." — " What ! do not the silent hours 
Beckon thee to Gherardi's bridal bed ? 
Is not that ring " — a pledge, he would have said, 
Of broken vows. But she with patient look 
The golden circle from her finger took. 
And said : "Accept this token of my faith, 
The pledge of vows to be absolved by death. 
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And I am dead, or shall be soon — my knell 
Will mix its music with that merry bell ; 
Does it not sound as if they sweetly said 
* We toll a corpse out of the marriage bed ' ? 
The flowers upon my bridal chamber strewn 
Will serve unfaded for my bier — so soon 
That even the dying violet will not die 
Before Ginevra." The strong fantasy 
Had made her accents weaker and more weak, 
And quenched the crimson life upon her cheek, 
And glazed her eyes, and spread an atmosphere 
Round her which chilled the burning noon with 

fear, 
Making her but an image of the thought 
Which, like a prophet or a shadow, brought 
News of the terrors of the coming time. 



Like an accuser branded with the crime 
He would have cast on a beloved friend, 
Whose dying eyes reproach not to the end 
The pale betrayer — he then with vain repentance 
Would share, he cannot now avert, the sen- 
tence — 
Antonio stood, and would have spoken ; when 
The compound voice of women and of men 
Was heard approaching. He retired ; while she 
Was led amid the admiring company 
Back to the palace, — and her maidens soon 
Changed her attire for the afternoon. 
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And left her at her own request to keep 
An hour of quiet and rest Like one asleep 
With open eyes and folded hands she lay, 
Pale in the light of the declining day. 



Meanwhile the day sinks fast, the sun is set, 
And in the lighted hall the guests are met. 
The beautiful looked lovelier in the light 
Of love and admiration and delight 
Reflected from a thousand hearts and eyes, 
Kindling a momentary paradise. 
This crowd is safer than the silent wood, 
Where love's own doubts disturb the solitude. 
On frozen hearts the fiery rain of wine 
Falls, and the dew of music more divine 
Tempers the deep emotions of the time 
To spirits cradled in a sunny clime. 
How many meet who never yet have met, 
To part too soon, but never to forget ! 
How many saw the beauty, power, and wit. 
Of looks and words which ne'er enchanted 

yet! 
But life's familiar veil was now withdrawn. 
As the world leaps before an earthquake's 

dawn, 
And, unprophetic of the coming hours. 
The matin winds from the expanded flowers 
Scatter their hoarded incense, and awaken 
The earth, until the dewy sleep is shaken 
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From every living heart which it possesses, 
Through seas and winds, cities and wilder- 
nesses, — 
As if the future and the past were all 
Treasured i* the instant ; so Gherardi's hall 
Laughed in the mirth of its lord's festival ; — 
Till some one asked *' Where is the Bride?" 

And then 
A bridesmaid went ; and ere she came again 
A silence fell upon the guests — 3. pause 
Of expectation, as when beauty awes 
All hearts with its approach, though imbe- 
held; 



Then wonder; and then fear that wonder 

quelled : — 
For whispers passed from mouth to ear which 

drew 
The colour from the hearer's cheeks, and 

flew 
Louder and swifter round the company. 
And then Gherardi entered with an eye 
Of ostentatious trouble, and a crowd 
Surrounded him, and some were weeping 

loud. 



They found Ginevra dead : if it be death 
To lie without motion or pulse or breath. 
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With waxen cheeks, and limbs cold, stiff, 

and white, 
And open eyes whose fixed and glassy 

light 
Mocked at the speculation they had 

owned ; 
If it be death when there is felt around 
A smell of clay, a pale and icy glare, 
And silence, and a sense that lifts the 

hair 
From the scalp to the ankles, as it were 
Corruption from the spirit passing forth. 
And giving all it shrouded to the earth, 
And leaving, as swift lightning in its 

flight, 
Ashes and smoke and darkness. In oi^r 

night 
Of thought, we know thus much of death, — 

no more 
Than the unborn dream of our life, before 
Their barks are wrecked on its inhospitable 
shore. 

The marriage- feast and its solemnity 

Was turned to funeral pomp. The com- 
pany. 

With heavy hearts and looks, broke up. 
Nor they 

Who loved the dead went weeping on their 
way 
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Alone ; but sorrow mixed with sad surprise 
Loosened the springs of pity in all eyes, 
In which that form whose fate they weep 

in vain 
Will never, thought they, kindle smiles again. 
The lamps, which, half extinguished in their 

haste, 
Gleamed few and faint o'er the abandoned 

feast, 
Showed as it were within the vaulted room 
A cloud of sorrow hanging, as if gloom 
Had passed out of men's minds into the air. 
Some few yet stood around Gherardi there, 
Friends and relations of the dead ; — and he, 
A loveless man, accepted torpidly 
The consolation that he wanted not ; 
Awe in the place of grief within him wrought. 
Their whispers made the solemn silence seem 
More still. Some wept ; 
Some melted into tears without a sob ; 
And some, with hearts that might be heard to 

throb, 
Leant on the table, and at intervals 
Shuddered to hear through the deserted halls 
And corridors the thrilling shrieks which 

came 
Upon the breeze of night, that shook the 

flame 
Of every torch and taper as it swept 
From out the chamber where the women kept 



GINEVRA. 245 

Their tears fell on the dear companion cold 
Of pleasures now departed. Then was 

knoUed 
The bell of death; and soon the priests 

arrived, — 
And, finding Death their penitent had shrived, 
Returned, like ravens from a corse whereon 
A vulture has just feasted to the bone. 
And then the mourning women came. 



THE DIRGE, 

Old Winter was gone 
In his weakness back to the mountains hoar ; 
And the Spring came down 
From the planet that hovers upon the 
shore 
Where the sea of sunlight encroaches 
On the limits of wintry night. 
If the land and the air and the sea 
Rejoice not when Spring approaches, 
We did not rejoke in thee, 
Ginevra ! 



She is still, she is cold, 
On the bridal couch I 



^' / 
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One step to the white death-bed, 
And one to the bier, 
And one to the chamel, and one — oh where ? 
The dark arrow fled 
In the noon. 
£re the sun through heaven once more has 
rolled, 

The rats in her heart 
Will have made their nest, 
And the worms be alive in her golden hain 
While the Spirit that guides the sun 
Sits throned in his flaming chair, 
She shall sleep. 
• • • • * 

1821. 



XI. 

O MIGHTY mind, in whose deep stream this 

age 

Shakes like a reed in the unheeding storm. 

Why dost thou curb not thine own sacred 

rage ? 
1818. 

M 
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XII. 

The fierce beasts of the woods and wilder- 
nesses 
Track not the steps of him who drinks of it ; 
For the light breezes, which for ever fleet 
Around its margin, heap the sand thereon. 

1818. 



XIII. 

Flourishing vine, whose kindling clusters 
glow 
Beneath the autumnal sun, none taste of 
thee; 
For thou dost shroud a ruin, and below 
The rotting bones of dead antiquity. 
1818. 
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XIV. 

MARENGHI. 

I. 

Let those who pine in pride or in revenge, 
Or think that ill for ill should be repaid, 
Or barter wrong for wrong, until the ex- 
change 
Ruins the merchants of such thriftless 
trade. 
Visit the tower of Vado, and unlearn 
Such bitter faith beside Marenghi's urn. 



2. 

A massy tower yet overhangs the town, 
A scattered group of ruined dwellings now. 



3- 

Another scene ere wise Etruria knew 

Its second ruin through internal strife, 
And tyrants through the breach of discord 
threw 
The chain which binds and kills. As death 
to life, 
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As winter to fair flowers (though some be 

poison) 
So Monarchy succeeds to freedom's foison. 



In Pisa's church a cup of sculptured gold 
Was brimming with the blood of feuds 
forsworn 

At sacrament : more holy ne'er of old 
Etrurians mingled with the shades forlorn 

Of moon-illumined forests. 



5- 

And reconciling fractions wet their lips 

With that dread wine, and swear to keep 
each spirit 
Undarkened by their country's last eclipse. 



6. 

Was Florence the liberticide ? that band 
Of free and glorious brothers who had 
planted, 

Like a green isle 'mid Ethiopian sand, 
A nation amid slaveries, disenchanted 
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Of many impious faiths — wise, just — do 

they, 
Does Florence, gorge the sated tyrants' prey ? 



O foster-nurse of man's abandoned glory 
Since Athens, its great mother, sunk in 

splendour, 
Thou shadowest forth that mighty shape in 

story, 
As ocean its wrecked fanes, severe yet 

tender. 
The light-invested angel Poesy 
Was drawn from the dim world to welcome 

thee. 

8. 

And thou in painting didst transcribe all 

taught 
By loftiest meditations ; marble knew 
The sculptor's fearless soul, and, as he 

wrought, 
The grace of his own power and freedom 

grew. 
And — more than all — heroic, just, sublime, 
Thou wert among the false. — Was this thy 

crime ? 
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Yes ; and on Pisa's marble walls the twine 
Of direst weeds hangs garlanded — the 
snake 
Inhabits its wrecked palaces : in thine 

A beast of subtler venom now doth make 
Its lair, and sits amid their glories over- 
thrown, 
And thus thy victim's fate is as dime own. 



lO. 

The sweetest flowers are ever frail and rare, 
And love and freedom blossom but to 
wither ; 
And good and ill like vines entangled are, 
So that their grapes may oft be plucked 
together j 
Divide the vintage ere thou drink, then make 
Thy heart rejoice for dead Marenghi's sake. 



II. 



No record of his crime remains in story ; 

But, if the morning bright as evening shone, 
It was some high and holy deed, by glory 

Pursued into forgetfulness, which won 
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From the blind crowd he made secure and 

free 
The patriot's meed, toil, death, and infamy. 



12. 

For, when by sound of trumpet was declared 
A price upon his life, and there was set 

A penalty of blood on all who shared 

So much of water with him as might wet 

His lips, which speech divided not — he went 

Alone, as you may guess, to banishment. 



13- 

Amid the mountains, like a hunted beast, 

He hid himself, and hunger, toil, and cold^ 
Month after month endured ; it was a feast 
Whene'er he found those globes of deep-red 
gold 
Which in the woods the strawberry-tree doth 

bear. 
Suspended in their emerald atmosphere. 



14. 

And in the roofless huts of vast morasses, 
Deserted by the fever-stricken serf, 
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All overgrown with reeds and long rank 
grasses, 
And hillocks heaped of moss-inwoven turf, 
And where the huge and speckled aloe made, 
Rooted in stones, a broad and pointed shade, 



15- 
He housed himself. — There is a point of 
strand 
Near Vado's tower and town ; and on one 
side 
The treacherous marsh divides it from the 
land, 
Shadowed by pine and ilex forests wide ; 
And on the other creeps eternally 
Through muddy weeds the shallow sullen sea. 

16. 

Here the earth's breath is pestilence, and few 
But things whose native is at war with 
life- 
Snakes and ill worms — endure its mortal dew. 
The trophies of the clime's victorious 
strife — 
White bones, and locks of dun and yellow 

hair, 
And ringed horns which buffaloes did wear — 
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And at the utmost point . . stood there 

The relics of a weed-inwoven cot. 
Thatched with broad flagSw An outlawed 
murderer 
Had lived seven days there : the pursuit was 
hot 
When he was cold. The birds that were his 

grave 
Fell dead upon their feast in Vado's wave. 



i8. 

There must have lived within Marenghi's 

heart 
That fire, more warm and bright than life or 

hope 
(Which to the martyr makes his dungeon . . 
More joyous than the heaven's majestic 

cope « 

To his oppressor), warring with decay, — 
Or he could ne'er have lived years^ day by 

day. 

19. 

Nor was his state so lone as you might think. 
He had tamed every newt and snake and 
toad. 
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And every seagull which sailed down to drink 
Those . . ere the death-mist went aboard. 
And each one, with peculiar talk and play, 
Whiled, not untaught, his silent time away. 



20. 

And the marsh-meteors, like tame beasts, at 

ni^ht 
Came licking with blue tongues his veined 

feet ; 
And he would watch them, as, like spirits 

bright, 
In many entangled figures quaint and 

sweet 
To some enchanted music they would dance — 
Until they vanished at the first moon-glance 



21. , 

He mocked the stars by grouping on each 
weed 
The summer dewdrops in the golden dawn ; 
And, ere the hoar-frost vanished, he could read 

Its pictured footprints, as on spots of lawn 
Its delicate brief touch in silence weaves 
The likeness of the wood's remembered 
leaves. 
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22. 

And many a fresh Spring-mom would he 
awaken — 
While yet the unrisen sun made glow, like 
iron 
Quivering in crimson fire the peaks unshaken 
Of mountains and blue isles which did 
environ 
With air-clad crags that plain of land and sea, — 
And feel . . . liberty. 



23- 

And in the moonless nights, when the dim 
ocean 

Heaved underneath the heaven, 
Starting from dreams 

Communed with the immeasurable world ; 
And felt his life beyond his limbs dilated. 
Till his mind grew like that it contemplated. 



24. 

His food was the wild fig and strawberry ; 

The milky pine-nuts which the autumnal 
blast 
Shakes into the tall grass ; and such small fry 

As from the sea by winter-storms are cast ; 
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And the coarse bulbs of iris-flowers he found 
Knotted in clumps under the spongy ground. 

25- 
And so were kindled powers and thoughts 
which made 
His solitude less dark. When memory came 
(For years gone by leave each a deepening 
shade), 
His spirit basked in its internal flame, — 
As, when the black storm hurries round at night, 
The fisher basks beside his red firelight. 

26. 

Yet human hopes and cares and faiths and 
errors, 
Like billows unawakened by the wind, 
Slept in Marenghi still ; but that all terrors, 
Weakness, and doubt, had withered in his 
mind. 
His couch . . . • 

27. 

And, when he saw beneath the sunset's planet 
A black ship walk over the crimson ocean, — 
Its pennons streaming on the blasts that fan it. 
Its sails and ropes all tense and without 
motion, 
Like the dark ghost of the unburied even 
Striding across the orange-coloured heaven, — 
(38) I 
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28. 

The thought of his own kind who made the soul 
Which sped that winged shape through night 
and day, — 
The thought of his own country 

Naples, December, 1818. 
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XV. 

The world is dreary, 

And I am weary 
Of wandering on without thee, Mary ; 

A joy was erewhile 

In thy voice and thy smile, 
And 'tis gone, when I should be gone toc^ Mary. 

1819. 
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XVI. 

TO WILLIAM SHELLEY. 

Thy little footsteps on the sands 
Of a remote and lonely shore ; 

The twinkling of thine infant hands, 
Where now the worm will feed no more 

Thy mingled look of love and glee • 

When we returned to gaze on thee. 
1819. 
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XVII. 

TO WILLIAM SHELLEY. 

(With what truth I may say — 

*" Roma ! Roma ) Roma ! 
Non h piu come era prima ! ") 

My lost William, thou in whom 

Some bright spirit livedo and did 
That decaying robe consume 

Which its lustre faintly hid ! 
Here its ashes find a tomb ; 

But beneath this pyramid 
Thou art not ; — if a thing divine 
Like thee can die, thy funeral shrine 
Is thy mother's grief and mine. 
Where art thou, my gentle child ? 

Let me think thy spirit feeds, 
With its life intense and mild, 

The love of living leaves and weeds, 
Among these tombs and ruins wild ; — 

Let me think that, through low seeds 
Of the sweet flowers and sunny grass, 
Into their hues and scents may pass 
A portion 

/line, 1819. 
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XVIII. 

ON THE MEDUSA OF LEONARDO DA 

VINCI. 

IN THE FLORENTINE GALLERY. 

I. 

It lieth, gazing on the midnight sky, 

Upon the cloudy mountain peak supine ; 

Below, far lands are seen tremblingly ; 
Its horror and its beauty are divine. 

Upon its lips and eyelids seems to lie 

Loveliness like a shadow, from which shine, 

Fiery and lurid, struggling underneath, 

The agonies of anguish and of death. 

2. 

Yet it is less the horror than the grace 
Which turns the gazer's spirit into stone, 

Whereon the lineaments of that dead face 
Are graven, till the characters be grown 

Into itself, and thought no more can trace ; 
Tis the melodious hues of beauty, thrown 

Athwart the darkness and the glare of pain, 

Which humanise and harmonise the strain. 

And from its head as from one body grow, 
As . . . grass out of a watery rock, 
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Hairs which are vipers ; and they curl and 
flow, 

And their long tangles in each other lock, 
And with unending involutions show 

Their mailed radiance, as it were to mock 
The torture and the death within, and saw 
The solid air with many a ragged jaw. 

3- 

And, from a stone beside, a poisonous eft 
Peeps idly into these Gorgonian eyes ; 

Whilst in the air a ghastly bat, bereft 
Of sense, has flitted with a mad surprise 

Out of the cave this hideous light hath cleft, 
And he comes hastening like a moth that hies 

After a taper ; and the midnight sky 

Flares, a light more dread than obscurity. 

4. 

'Tis the tempestuous loveliness of terror ; 

For from the serpents gleams a brazen glare 
Kindled by that inextricable error, 
• Which makes a thrilling vapour of the air 
Become a . . . and ever-shifting mirror 

Of all the beauty and the terror there — 
A woman's countenance, with serpent locks, 
Gazing in death on heaven from those wet rocks. 

Florence, 1819. 
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XIX. 



Such hope as is the sick despair of good. 
Such fear as is the certainty of ill, 

Such doubt as is pale Expectation's food, 
Turned while she tastes to poison, when the 
will 

Is powerless, and the spirit . . . 

1820. 
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XX, 

My head is heavy, my limhs are weary, 
And it is not life that makes me move. 

1820. 

M ■ 



XXI. 



Silence I Oh well are Death and Sleep and 
Thou 

Three brethren named, the guardians gloomy- 
winged 

Of one abyss, where life and truth and joy 

Are swallowed up. Yet spare me, Spirit, pity 
me 1 

Until the sounds I hear become my soul. 
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And it has left these faint and weary limbs, 
To track along the lapses of the air 
This wandering melody until it rests 
Among lone mountains in some 

1818. 
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XXII. 

My head is wild with weeping for a grief 
Which is the shadow of a gentle mind. 

I walk into the air (but no relief 

To seek, — or haply, if I sought, to £nd ; 

It came unsought) ; — to wonder that a chief 
Among men's spirits should be cold and 
blind. 

1818. 

M ' 



XXIII. 



Ye gentle visitations of calm thought — 
Moods like the memories of happier earth ! 
Which come arrayed in thoughts of little 
worth ! 
Like stars in clouds by the weak winds en- 
wrought, — 
But that the clouds depart and stars remain, 
While they remain, and ye, alas, depart I 
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XXIV. 

A VISION OF THE SEA. 

'TiS the terror of tempest. The rags of the 

sail 
Are flickering in ribbons within the fierce 

gale. 
From the stark night of vapours the dim rain is 

driven ; 
And, when lightning is loosed, like a deluge 

from heaven, 
She sees the black trunks of the waterspouts 

spin 
And bend, as if heaven was ruining in. 
Which they seemed to sustain with their terrible 

mass. 
As if ocean had sunk from beneath them, they 

pass 
To their graves in the deep with an earthquake 

of sound ; 
And the waves and the thunders, made silent 

around, 
Leave the wind to its echo. The vessel, now 

tossed 
Through the low-trailing rack of the tempest, 

is lost 
In the skirts of the thunder-cloud. Now down 

the sweep 
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Of the wind- cloven wave to the chasm of the 

deep 
It sinks, and the walls of the watery vale 
Whose depths of dread calm are unmoved by 

the gale, 
Dim mirrors of ruin, hang gleaming about ; 
While the surf, like a chaos of stars, like a 

rout 
Of death-flames, like whirlpools of fire-flowing 

iron. 
With splendour and terror the black ship en- 
viron ; 
Or, like sulphur-flakes hurled from a mine of 

pale fire. 
In fountains spout o'er it. In many a spire 
The pyramid-billows, with white points of 

brine, 
In the cope of the lightning inconstantly 

shine, 
As piercing the sky from the floor of the 

sea. 

The great ship seems splitting ! it cracks as a 

tree 
While an earthquake is splintering its root, ere 

the blast 
Of the whirlwind that stripped it of branches 

has passed. 

The intense thunder-balls which are raining 

from heaven 

1 2 
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Have shattered its mast, and it stands black 
and riven. 

The chinks suck destruction. The heavy dead 
hulk 

On the living sea rolls an inanimate bulk, 

Like a corpse on the clay which is hungering 
to fold 

Its corruption around it Meanwhile, from the 
hold. 

One deck is burst up from the waters below, 

And it splits like the ice when the thaw-breezes 
blow 

O'er the lakes of the desert. Who sit on the 
other ? 

Is that all the crew that lie burying each 
other, 

Like the dead in a breach, round the fore- 
mast ? are those 

Twin tigers — who burst, when the waters arose, 

In the agony of terror, their chains in the 
hold 

(What now makes them tame is what then 
made them bold), 

Who crouch side by side, and have driven like 
a crank 

The deep grip of their claws through the vibrat- 
ing plank — 

Are these all ? 

Nine weeks the tall vessel had lain 

On the windless expanse of the watery plain, 
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Where the death- darting sun cast no shadow at 

noon, 
And there seemed to be fire in the beams of the 

moon ; 
Till a lead-coloured fog gathered up from the 

deep, 
Whose breath was quick pestilence. Then the 

cold sleep 
Crept, like blight through the ears of a thick 

field of corn, 
O'er the populous vessel. And even and 

mom, 
With their hammocks for coffins, the seamen 

aghast 
Like dead men the dead limbs of their comrades 

cast 
Down the deep, which closed on them above 

and around ; 
And the sharks and the dogfish their grave- 
clothes unbound, 
And were glutted like Jews with this manna 

rained down 
From God on their wilderness. One after one 
The mariners died ; on the eve of this day, 
When the tempest was gathering in cloudy 

array, 
But seven remained. Six the thunder has 

smitten. 
And they lie black as mummies on which Time 

has written 
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His scorn of the embalmer ; the seventh, from 

the deck 
An oak splinter pierced through his breast and 

his back, 
And hung out to the tempest, a wreck on the 

wreck. 

No more ? At the hehn sits a woman, more 

fair 
Than heaven when, unbinding its siar-braided 

hair, 
It sinks with the sun on the earth and the 

sea. 
She clasps a bright child on her upgathered 

knee. 
It laughs at the lightning, it mocks the mixed 

thunder 
Of the air and the sea ; with desire and with 

wonder 
It is beckoning the tigers to rise and come 

near, — 
It would play with those eyes where the radiance 

of fear 
Is outshining the meteors. Its bosom beats 

high; 
The heart-fire of pleasure has kindled its eye. 
Whilst its mother's is lustreless. " Smile not, 

my child, 
But sleep deeply and sweetly, and so be 

beguiled 



A VISION OF THE SEA. 269 

Of the pang that awaits us, whatever that 

be, — 
So dreadful since thou must divide it with 

me ! 
Dream, sleep ! This pale bosom, thy cradle 

and bed. 
Will it rock thee not, infant ? 'Tis beating with 

dread ! 
Alas ! what is life, what is death, what are 

we, 
That when the ship sinks we no longer may 

be? 
What ! to see thee no more, and to feel thee 

no more ? 
To be after life what we have been before ? 
Not to touch those sweet hands, not to look on 

those eyes, 
Those lips, and that hair, all that smiling 

disguise 
Thou yet wearest, sweet spirit, — which I, day 

by day, 
Have so long called my child, but which now 

fades away 
Like a rainbow, and I the fallen shower ? " 

Lo ! the ship 
Is settling, it topples, the leeward ports dip. 
The tigers leap up when they feel the slow 

brine, 
Crawling inch by inch on them; hair, ears, 

limbs, and eyne, 
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Stand rigid with horror. A loud, long, hoarse 

cry 
Bursts at once from their vitals tremendously ; 
And 'tis borne down the mountainous vale of 

the wave, 
Rebounding, like thunder from crag to cave, 
Mixed with the clash of the lashing rain, 
Hurried on by the might of the hurricane. 
The hurricane came from the west, and 

passed on 
By the path of the gate of the eastern sun, 
Transversely dividing the stream of the 

storm; 
As an arrowy serpent, pursuing the form 
Of an elephant, bursts through the brakes of 

the waste. 
Black as a cormorant, the screaming blast 
Between ocean and heaven like an ocean 

passed, 
Till it came to the clouds on the verge of the 

world. 
Which, based on the sea and to heaven 

upcurled. 
Like columns and walls did surround and 

sustain 
The dome of the tempest. It rent them in 

twain. 
As a flood rends its barriers of mountainous 

crag; 
And the dense clouds in many a ruin and rag, 
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Like the stones of a temple ere earthquake has 

passed, 
Like the dust of its fall, on the whirlwind are 

cast 
They are scattered like foam on the torrent ; 

and, where 
The wind has burst out through the chasm, 

from the air 
Of clear morning, the beams of the sunrise 

flow in, 
Unimpeded, keen, golden, and crystalline, 
Banded armies of light and of air; at one 

gate 
They encounter, but interpenetrate. 
And that breach in the tempest is widening 

away ; 
And the caverns of cloud arc torn up by the 

day; 
And the fierce winds are sinking with weary 

wings, 
Lulled by the motion and murmurings. 
And the long glassy heave of the rocking 

sea; 
And overhead, glorious but dreadful to see, 
The wrecks of the tempest, like vapours of 

gold, 
Are consuming in sunrise. The heaped waves 

behold 
The deep calm of blue heaven dilating 

above ; 
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And, like passions made still by the presence of 

Love, 
Beneath the clear surface, reflecting it, slide 
Tremulous with soft influence. Extending its 

tide 
From the Andes to Atlas, rotmd mountain and 

isle, 
Round sea-birds and wrecks, paved with heaven's 

azure smile, 
The wide world of waters is vibrating. 



Where 
Is the ship ? On the verge of the wave where 

it lay. 
One tiger is mingled in ghastly affray 
With a sea-snake. The foam and the smoke 

of the battle 
Stain the clear air with sunbows. The jar and 

the rattle 
Of solid bones crushed by the infinite stress 
Of the snake's adamantine voluminousness ; 
And the hum of the hot blood that spouts and 

rains 
Where the gripe of the tiger has wounded the 

veins 
Swoln with rage, strength, and effort ; the whirl 

and the splash, 
As. of soma hideous engine whose brazen teeth 

smash 
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The thin winds and soft waves into thunder ; 
the screams 

And hissings — crawl fast o*er the smooth ocean- 
streams, 

Each sound like a centipede. Near this com- 
motion, 

A blue shark is hanging within the blue 
ocean, 

The fin-winged tomb of the victor. The 
other 

Is winning his way, from the fate of his 
brother, 

To his own with the speed of despair. 

Lo ! a boat 
Advances ; twelve rowers with the impulse of 

thought 
Urge on the keen keel, the brine foams. At 

the stern 
Three marksmen stand levelling. Hot bullets 

bum 
In the breast of the tiger, which yet bears 

him on 
To his refuge and ruin. One fragment alone 
('Tis dwindling and sinking, 'tis now almost 

. gone) 
Of the wreck of the vessel peers out of the sea. 
With her left hand she grasps it impetuously, 
With her right she sustains her fair infant 

Death, fear, 
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Love, beauty, are mixed in the atmosphere. 
Which trembles and bums with the fervour of 

dread 
Around her wild eyes, her bright hand, and 

her head, 
Like a meteor of light o'er the waters. Her 

child 
Is yet smiling and playing and murmuring ; so 

smiled 
The false deep ere the storm. Like a sister 

and brother 
The child and the ocean still smile on each other, 
Whilst 

1820. 

M 



XXV. 

THE WANING MOON. 

And, like a dying lady lean and pale. 
Who totters forth, wrapped in a gauzy veil, 
Out of her chamber, led by the insane 
And feeble wanderings of her fading brain, 
The moon arose up in the murky east 
A white and shapeless mass. 
1820. 
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XXVI. 

DBA TH. 

1. Death is here, and death is there, 
Death is busy everywhere ; 

All around, within, beneath, 
Above, is death — and we are death, 

2. Death has set his mark and seal 
On all we are and all we feel, 
On all we know and all we fear, 



3. First our pleasures die, and then 

Our hopes, and then our fears : and, when 
These are dead, the debt is due, 
Dust claims dust — and we die too. 

4. All things that we love and cherish, 
Like ourselves, must fade and perish. 
Such is our rude mortal lot : 

Love itself would, did they not. 

1820. 
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XXVII. 

THE WORLD'S WANDERERS. 

Tell me, thou star, whose wings of light 
Speed thee in thy fiery flight, 
In what cavern of the night 

Will thy pinions close now ? 

Tell me, moon, thou pale and grey 
Pilgrim of heaven's homeless way, 
In what depth of night or day 
Seekest thou repose now ? 

• 

Weary wind, who wanderest 
Like the world's rejected guest, 
Hast thou still some secret nest 
On the tree or billow ? 

1820. 
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XXVIII. 

PROLOGUE TO HELLAS. 

HERALD OF ETERNITY. 

It is the day when all the Sons of God 
Wait in the roofless senate -house whose floor 
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Is chaos and the immovable abyss 
Frozen by his steadfast word to hyaline. 



The shadow of God, and delegate 

Of that before whose breath the universe 

Is as a print of dew. 

Hierarchs and kings, 
Who from your thrones pinnacled on the 

past 
Sway the reluctant present, ye who sit 
Pavilioned on the radiance or the gloom 
Of mortal thought, which, like an exhalation 
Steaming from earth, conceals the . . of 

heaven 
Which gave it birth, . . . assemble here 
Before your Father's throne. The swift 

decree 
Yet hovers, and the fiery incarnation 
Is yet withheld, clothed in which it shall 

annul 
The fairest of those wandering isles that 

gem 
The sapphire space of interstellar air, — 
That green and azure sphere, that earth 

enwrapped 
Less in the beauty of its tender light 
Than in an atmosphere of living spirit 
Which interpenetrating all the . . . 



278 PROLOGUE TO HELLAS. 

... it rolls from realm to realm 

And age to age, and in its ebb and flow 

Impels the generations 

To their appointed place, 

Whilst the high Arbiter 

Beholds the strife, and at the appointed time 

Sends his decrees veiled in eternal . . . 

Within the circuit of this pendent orb 

There lies an antique region, on which fell 

The dews of thought, in the world's golden 

dawn, 
Earliest and most benign ; and from it sprung 
Temples and cities and immortal forms, 
And harmonies of wisdom and of song, 
And thoughts, and deeds worthy of thoughts 

so fair. 
And, when the sun of its dominion failed, 
And when the winter of its glory came. 
The winds that stripped it bare blew on, and 

swept 
That dew into the utmost wildernesses 
In wandering clouds of sunny rain that thawed 
The unmatemal bosom of the North. 
Haste, Sons of God, . . for ye beheld, 
Reluctant or consenting or astonished. 
The stem decrees go forth which heaped on 

Greece 
Ruin and degradation and despair. 
A fourth now waits. Assemble, Sons of God, 
To speed or to prevent or to suspend 
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(If, as ye dream, such power be not withheld) 
The unaccomplished destiny. 



CHORUS. 

The curtain of the universe 

Is rent and shattered, 
The splendour-winged worlds disperse 

Like wild doves scattered. 



Space is roofless and bare, 
And in the midst of a cloudy shrine, 

Dark amid thrones of light 
In the blue glow of hyaline 
Golden worlds revolve and shine. 
In . . . flight 

From every point of the Infinite, 
Like a thousand dawns on a single night 

The splendours rise and spread 

And through thunder and darkness 
dread 

Light and music are radiated, 
And, in their pavilioned chariots led 
By living wings, high overhead 

The giant Powers move. 
Gloomy or bright as the thrones they fill. 
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A chaos of light and motion 
Upon that glassy ocean. 



The senate of the Gods is met, 
Each in his rank and station set ; 

There is silence in the spaces — 
Lo ! Satan, Christ, and Mahomet, 
Start from their places ! 



CHRIST. 



Almighty Father ! 
Low-kneeling at the feet of Destiny 



There are two fountains in which spirits weep 
When mortals err. Discord and Slavery named, 
And with their bitter dew two Destinies 
Filled each their irrevocable urns. The 

third, 
Fiercest and mightiest, mingled both, and 

added 
Chaos and death, and slow oblivion's lymph. 
And hate and terror, and the poisoned rain 
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The Aurora of the nations. By this brow 
Whose pores wept tears of blood; by these 

wide wounds ; 
By this imperial x:rown of agony ; 
By infamy and solitude and death, . 
(For this I underwent) ; and by the pain 
Of pity for those who would . . for me 
The unremembered joy of a revenge, 
(For this I felt) ; by Plato's sacred light, 
Of which my spirit was a burning morrow ; 
By Greece, and all she cannot cease to be, 
Her quenchless words, sparks of immortal 

truth, 
Stars of all night — her harmonies and forms, 
Echoes and shadows of what Love adores 
In thee ; I do compel thee, send forth Fate, 
Thy irrevocable child ! Let her descend, 
A seraph-winged victory [arrayed] 
In tempest of the omnipotence of God 
Which sweeps through all things. 
From hollow leagues, from Tyranny which 

arms 
Adverse miscreeds and emulous anarchies 
To stamp, as on a winged serpent's seed, 
Upon the name of Freedom ; from the storm 
Of faction, which like earthquake shakes and 

sickens 
The solid heart of enterprise ; from all 
By which the holiest dreams of highest spirits 
Are stars beneath the dawn . . 
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.... She shall arise 
Victorious as the world arose from chaos ! 
And, as the heavens and the earth arrayed 
Their presence in the beauty and the light 
Of thy first smile, O Father ; as they gather 
The spirit of thy love, which paves for them 
Their path o'er the abyss, till every sphere 
Shall be one living spirit ; so shall Greece — 



SATAN. 

Be as all things beneath the empyrean. 
Mine ! Art thou eyeless like old Destiny, 
Thou mockery-king, crowned with a wreaih of 

thorns — 
Whose sceptre is a reed, the broken reed 
Which pierces thee, whose throne a chair of 

scorn ? 
For seest thou not beneath this crystal floor 
The innumerable woiids of golden light 
Which are my empire, and the least of them 
, . . which thou wouldst redeem from me ? 
Know*st thou not them my portion? 
Or wouldst rekindle the . . strife 
Which our great Father then did arbitrate 
When he assigned to his competing sons 
Each his apportioned realm ? 

Thou Destiny, 
Thou who art mailed in the omnipotence 
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Of Him who sends thee forth, whatever thy 

task. 
Speed, spare not to accomplish ! and be 

mine 
Thy trophies, whether Greece again become 
The fountain in the desert whence the earth 
Shall drink of freedom, which shall give it 

strength 
To suffer, or a gulf of hollow death 
To swallow all delight, all life, all hope. 
Go, thou vicegerent of my will, no less 
Than of the Father's. But, lest thou shouldst 

faint. 
The winged hounds famine and pestilence '» 
Shall wait on thee ; the hundred-forked 

snake 
Insatiate superstition still shall . . . 
The earth behind thy steps ; and war shall 

hover 
Above, and fraud shall gape below, and 

-change 
Shall flit before thee on her dragon wings. 
Convulsing and consuming. And I add 
Three phials of the tears which demons 

weep 
When virtuous spirits through the gate of 

death 
Pass triumphing over the thorns of life, — 
Sceptres and crowns, mitres and swords and 

snares. 
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Trampling in scorn, like him and Socrates. 
The first is anarchy ; when power and pleasure, 
Glory and science and security, 
On freedom hang like fruit on the green tree, 
Then pour it forth, and men shall gather 

ashes. 
The second, tyranny — 



CHRIST. 

Obdurate spirit ! 
Thou seest but the past iu the to-come. 
Pride is thy error and thy punishment. 
Boast not thine empire, dream not that thy 

worlds 
Are more than furnace-sparks or rainbow-drops 
Before the Power that wields and kindles 

them. 
True greatness asks not space ; true excellence 
Lives in the Spirit of all things that live, 
Which lends it to the worlds thou callest 

thine. 



MAHOMET. 



Haste thou, and fill the waning crescent 
With beams as keen as those which pierced 
the shadow 
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Of Christian night rolled back upon the West 
When the orient moon of Islam rode in triumph 
From Tmolus to the Acroceraunian snow. 



Wake, thou word 
Of God, and from the throne of Destiny, 
Even to the utmost limit of thy way 
May triumph 

• • • • • • 

Be thou a curse on them whose creed 
Divides and multiplies the most high God ! 

18S11. 

M 



XXIX. 



I WOULD not be a king — Enough 

Of woe it is to love : 
The path to power is steep and rough, 

And tempests reign above. 

I would not climb the imperial throne ; 
'Tis built on ice which fortune's sun 
Thaws in the height of noon. 

Then farewell, king ! Yet, were I one, 

Care would not come so soon. 
Would he and I were far away 
Keeping flocks on Himalay ! 
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XXX. 

THOU immortal deity 

Whose thone is in the depth of human thought, 

1 do adjure thy power and thee 

By all that man may be, by all that be is not, 
By all that he has been and yet must be \ 



-M- 



XXXI. 

He wanders, like a day-appearing dream. 
Through the dim wildernesses of the mind ; 
Through desert woods and tracts, which 
seem 
Like ocean, homeless, boundless, uncontined. 



-♦♦■ 



XXXII. 

SONNET TO BYRON. 

[I AM afraid these verses will not please you, 

but] 
If I esteemed you less. Envy would kill 

Pleasure, and leave to Wonder and Despair 
The ministration of the tlioughts that fill 



SONNET TO BYRON. 287 

The mind which, like a worm whose life 
may share 
A portion of the unapproachable, 

Marks your creations rise as fast and fair 
As perfect worlds at the Creator's will. 
But such is my regard that nor your power 
To soar above the heights where others 
[climb], 
Nor fame, that shadow of the unborn hour 
Cast from the envious future on the time. 
Move one regret for his unhonoured name 
Who dares these words : — the worm beneath 

the sod 
May lift itself in homage of the God, 

1821. 
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XXXIII. 



I FAINT, I perish with my love ! I grow 

Frail as a cloud whose [splendours] pale 

Under the evening's ever-changing glow : 
I die like mist upon the gale. 

And like a wave under the calm I fail 



-M- 



288 THE ZUCCA. 

XXXIV. 

Great Spirit whom the sea of boundless 

thought 
Nurtures within its unimagined caves, 

In which thou sittest sole, as in my mind, 
Giving a voice to its mysterious waves. 



-»-*• 



XXXV. 



Faint with love, the Lady of the 
South 
Lay in the paradise of Lebano;i 
Under a heaven of cedar boughs ; the drought 
Of love was on her lips ; the light was gone 
Out of her eyes. 



-♦♦- 



XXXVI. 

THE ZUCCA. 
I. 



Summer was dead, and Autumn was ex- 
piring, 

And infant Winter laughed upon the land 
All cloudlessly and cold ; — when I, desiring 

More in this world than any understand, 



THE ZUCCA. 2&9 

Wept o'er the beauty which, like sea retiring, 
Had left the earth bare as the wave-worn sand 
Of my lorn heart, — and o'er the grass and 

flowers 
Pale for the falsehood of the flattering Hours. 



2. 

Summer was dead, but I yet lived to weep 
The instability of all but weeping ; 

And on the Earth lulled in her winter sleep 
I woke, and envied her as she was sleeping, 

Too happy Earth ! over thy face shall creep 
The wakening vernal airs, until thou, leaping 

From unremembered dreams, shalt .... see 

No death divide thy immortality. 

I loved — oh no ! I mean not one of ye. 

Or any earthly one, though ye are dear 
As human heart to human heart may be ; 
I loved I know not what. But this low 
sphere, 
And all that it contains, contains not thee, — 
Thou .whom, seen nowhere, I feel every- 
where. 
From heaven and earth, and all that in them 

are. 
Veiled art thou, like a [storm-benighted ?] star. 
(38) K 
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By heaven and earth, from all whose shapes 
thou flowest, 
Neither to be contained, delayed, nor 
hidden ; 
Making divine the loftiest and the lowest, 

When for a moment thou art not forbidden 
To live within the life which thou bestowest ; 
And leaving noblest things vacant and 
chidden, 
Cold as a corpse after the spirit's flight, 
Blank as the sun after the birth of night. 



5. 

In winds and trees and streams, and all things 
common ; 
In music, and the sweet unconscious tone 
Of animals, and voices which are human, 
Meant to express some feelings of their 
own ; 
In the soft motions and rare smile of 
woman ; 
In flowers and leaves ; and in the grass 
fresh-shown, 
Or dying in the autumn ; I the most 
Adore thee present, or lament thee lost. 
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6. 

And thus I went lamenting, when I saw 

A plant upon the river's margin lie, 
Like one who loved beyond his nature's law, 
And in despair had cast him down to die. 
Its leaves, which had outlived the irost, the 
thaw 
Had blighted; like a heart which hatred's 
eye 
Can "blast not, but which pity kills. The 

dew 
Lay on its spotted leaves like tears too true. 



The Heavens had wept upon it, but the 
Earth 
Had crushed it on her unmatemal breast ; 
And the blue Winter's eye of boundless mirth 



It owed its welcome death [and] bitter birth 
To that great mother-in-law, even as the 
rest 
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8. 

I bore it to my chamber, and I planted 
It in a vase full of the lightest mould. 
The winter beams which out of heaven 
slanted 
Fell through the window panes, disrobed of 
cold, 
Upon its leaves and flowers ; the star which 
panted 
In evening for the day, whose car has 
rolled 
Over the horizon's wave, with looks of light 
Smiled on it from the threshold of the night. 



The mitigated influences of air 

And light revived the plant ; and from it 
grew 
Strong leaves and tendrils ; and its flowers 
fair, ' 
Full as a cup with the vine's burning dew, 
Overflowed with golden colours. An atmos- 
phere 
Of vital warmth enfolded it anew ; 
And every impulse sent to every part 
The unbeheld pulsations of its heart. 
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• 10. 

Well might the plant grow beautiful and strong, 
Even if the air and sun had smiled not on it ; 
For one wept o'er it all the winter long 

Tears pure as heaven's rain, which fell 
upon it 
Hour after hour ; for sounds of softest song, 
Mixed with the stringed melodies that won 
it 
To leave the gentle lips on which it slept, 
Had loosed the heart of him who sat and 
wept ; 



II. 

Had loosed his heart, and shook the leaves 
and flowers 
On which he wept, the while the savage 
storm, 
Waked by the darkest of December's hours, 
Was raving round the chamber hushed and 
warm. 
The birds were shivering in their leafless 
bowers, 
The fish were frozen in the pools, the form 
Of every sunmier plant was dead ; 
Whilst this .... 

January^ 1822. 



294 THE ZUCCA. 

XXXVII. 

THE ISLE. 

There was a little lawny islet, 
By anemone and violet, 

Like mosaic, paven : 
And its roof was flowers and leaves 
Which the summer's breath enweaves, 

Where nor sun nor showers nor breeze 
Pierce the pines and tallest trees, — 

Each a gem engi-aven : 
Girt by many an azure wave 
With which the clouds and mountains pave 
A lake's blue chasm. 



^ 



TRANSLATIONS. 
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SCENES 
FROM THE FAUST OF GOETHE. 

PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN. 

The Lord and the Host of Heaven, Enter 

three Archangels, 

Raphael, The sun inak«s music as of old 

Amid the rival spheres of Heaven, 
On its predestined circle rolled 

With thunder speed : the Angels even 
Draw strength from gazing on its glance, 

Though none its meaning fathom may : — 
The world's unwithered countenance 

Is bright as at creation's day. 

Gabriel, And swift and swift, with rapid 
lightness, 
The adorned Eaith spins silently, 

295 
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Alternating Elysian brightness 

With deep and dreadful night \ the sea 
Foams in broad billows from the deep 

Up to the rocks, and rocks and ocean, 
Onward, with spheres which never sleep, 

Are hurried in eternal motion. 

Michael, And tempests in contention roar 

From land to sea, from sea to land ; 
And, raging, weave a chain of power. 

Which girds the earth, as with a band. — 
A flashing desolation there. 

Flames before the thunder's way : 
But thy servants. Lord, revere 

The gentle changes of thy day. 

Chorus of the three. The Angels draw 
strength from thy glance, 

Though no one comprehend thee may ; — 
Thy world's unwithered countenance 

Is bright as on creation's day.* 

* RAPHAEL. 

The sun sounds, according to ancient custom, 

In the song of emulation of his brother spheres. 

And its forewritten circle 

Fulfils with a step of thuiider. 

Its countenance gives the Angels strength 

Though no one can fathom : 

The incredible high works 

Are excellent as at the first day. 
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Eriier Mephistopheles. 

Mephistopheles, As thou, O Lord, once more 

art kind enough 
To interest thyself in our affairs — 

GABRIEL. 

And swift, and inconceivably swift 

The adornment of earth winds itself round, 

And exchanges Paradise clearness 

With deep dreadful night. 

The sea foams in broad waves 

From its deep bottom, up to the rocks, 

And rocks and sea are torn on together 

In the eternal swift course of the spheres. 

MICHAEL. 

And storms roar in emulation 
From sea to land, from land to sea, 
And make, raging, a chain 
Of deepest operation round about. 
Their flames a flashing destructiou 
Before the path of the thunderbolt. 
But thy servants, Lord, revere 
The gentle alternations of thy day. 

CHORUS. 

Thy countenance gives the angels strength, 
Though none can comprehend thee : 
And all thy lofty works 
Are excellent as at the first day.* 

* Such is a literal translation of this astonishing Chorus ; it is 
impossible to represent in another language the melody of the 
versification ; even the volatile strength and delicacy of the ideas 
escape in the crucible of translation, and the reader is surprised 
to find a caput mortuum. — Authors Note. 
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And ask, "How goes it with you there 

below ? " 
And as indulgently at other times 
Thou tookedst not my visits in ill part, 
Thou seest me here once more among thy 

household. 
Though I should scandalise this company, 
You will excuse me if I do not talk 
In the high style which they think fashion- 
able : 
My pathos would certainly make you laugh 

too, 
Had you not long since given over laughing. 
Nothing know I to say of suns and worlds ; 
I observe only how men plague them- 
selves ; — 
The little god o' the world keeps the same 

stamp, 
As wonderful as on creation's day : — 
A little better would he live, hadst thou 
Not given him a glimpse of heaven's light 
Which he calls reason, and employs it only 
To live more beastlily than any beast. 
With reverence to your Lordship be it spoken, 
He's like one of those long-legged grass- 
hoppers, 
Who flits and jumps about, and sings for ever 
The same old song i' the grass. There let him 

lie, 
Burying his nose in every heap of dung. 
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T/te Lord, Have you no more to say ? Do 
you come here 
Always to scold, and cavil, and complain ? 
Seems nothing ever right to you on earth ? 
Mephistopheles, No, Lord! I find all there, 
as ever, bad at best. 
Even I am sorry for man's days of sorrow ; 
I could myself almost give up the pleasure 
Of plaguing the poor things. 

The Lord, Knowest thou Faust ? 

Mephistopheles, The Doctor ? 
The Lord, Aye ; my servant Faust, 

Mephistopheles, In truth 

He serves you in a fashion quite his own ; 
And the fool's meat and drink are not of earth. 
His aspirations bear him on so far 
That he is half aware of his own folly, 
For he demands from Heaven its fairest star, 
And from the earth the highest joy it bears ; 
Yet all things far, and all things near are vain 
To calm the deep emotions of his breast. 
The Lord, Though he now serves me in a 
cloud of error, 
I will soon lead him forth to the clear day. 
When trees look green full well the gardener 

knows 
That fruits and blooms will deck the coming 
year. 
Mephistopheles, What will you bet .'^ — now I 
am sure of winning — 
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Only, observe you give me full permission 
To lead him softly on my path. 

The Lord. As long 

As he shall live upon the earth, so long 
Is nothing unto thee forbidden — Man 
Must err till he has ceased to struggle. 

Mephistopheles. Thanks. 

And that is all I ask ; for willingly 
I never make acquaintance with the dead. 
The full fresh cheeks of youth are food for me, 
And if a corpse knocks, I am not at home. 
For I am like a cat — I like to play 
A little with the mouse before I eat it. 

The Lord, Well, well ! it is permitted thee. 

Draw thou 
His spirit from its springs ; as thou find'st 

power, 
Seize him and lead him on thy downward path ; 
And stand ashamed when failure teaches thee 
That a good man, even in his darkest lodgings, 
Is well aware of the right way. 

Mephistopheles, Well and good. 

I am not in much doubt about my bet. 
And if I lose, then 'tis your turn to crow ; 
Enjoy your triumph then with a full breast. 
Aye; dust shall he devour, and that with 

pleasure, 
Like my old paramour, the famous Snake. 
The Lord, Pray come here when it suits 

you ; for I never 
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Had much dislike for people of your sort. 
And, among all the Spirits who rebelled, 
The knave was ever the least tedious to me. 
The active spirit of man soon sleeps, and soon 
He seeks unbroken quiet ; therefore I 
Have given him the Devil for a companion, 
Who may provoke him to some sort of work, 
And must create for ever. — But ye, pure 
Children of God, enjoy eternal beauty ; — 
Let that which ever operates and lives 
Clasp you within the limits of its love ; 
And seize with sweet and melancholy thoughts 
The floating phantoms of its loveliness. 

[Heaven closes ; the Archangels exeunt, 
Mephistopheles, From time to time I visit 

the old fellow, 
And I take care to keep on good terms with 

him. 
Civil enough is this same God Almighty, 
To talk so freely with the Devil himself. 



-H- 
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Scene — The Hartz Mountain^ a desolate 

country. 

Faust, Mephistopheles. 

Mephistopheles, Would you not like a 

broomstick ? As for me, 
I wish I had a good stout ram to ride ; 
For we are still far from th' appointed place. 
Faust, This knotted staff is help enough 

for me, 
Whilst I feel fresh upon my legs. What good 
Is there in making short a pleasant way ? 
To creep along the labyrinths of the vales, 
And climb those rocks, where ever-babbling 

springs 
Precipitate themselves in waterfalls, 
Is the true sport that seasons such a path. 
Already Spring kindles the birchen spray, 
And the hoar pines already feel her breath : 
Shall she not work also within our limbs ? 
Mephistopheles, N othing of such an influence 

do I feel. 

My body is all wintry, and I wish 

30a 
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The flowers upon our path were frost and snow. 

But see, how melancholy rises now, 

Dimly uplifting her belated beam. 

The blank unwelcome round of the red moon, 

And gives so bad a light, that every step 

One stumbles 'gainst some crag. With your 

permission, 
I'll call an Ignis-fatuus to our aid : 
I see one yonder burning jollily. 
Halloo, my friend I may I request that you 
Would favour us with your bright company ? 
Why should you blaze away there to no 

purpose ? 
Pray be so good as light us up this way. 

Ignis-fatuus, With reverence be it spoken, 

I will try 
To overcome the lightness of my nature ; 
Our course, you know, is generally zig-zag. 
Mephistopheles^ Ha,hal your worship thinks 
-you have to deal 
With men. Go strait on, in the Devil's name, 
Or I shall pufF your flickering life out. 

Ignis-fatuus, Well, 

I see you are the master of the house ; 
I will accommodate myself to you. 
Only consider, that to-night this mountain 
Is all enchanted, and if Jack-a-lantern 
Shows you his way, though you should miss 

your own, 
You ought not to be too exact with him. 
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Faust, Mephistopheles, and Ignis-fatuus, 
in alternate Chorus, 

The limits of the sphere of dream, 

The bounds of true and false, are past 

Lead us on, thou wandering Gleam, 
Lead us onward,, far and fast, 
To the wide, the desert waste. 

But see, how swift advance and shift, 

Trees behind trees, row by row, — 
How, clift by clift, rocks bend and lift 

Their frowning foreheads as we go. 

The giant-snouted crags, ho ! ho ! 

How they snort, and how they blow ! 

Through the mossy sods and stones, 
Stream and streamlet hurry down 
A rushing throng ! A sound of song 
Beneath the vault of Heaven is blown ! 
Sweet notes of love, the speaking tones 
Of this bright day, sent down to say 
That Paradise on earth is known, 
Resound around, beneath, above. 
All we hope and all we love 
Finds a voice in this blithe strain, 
Which wakens hill and wood and rill, 
And vibrates far o'er field and vale, 
And which Echo, like the tale 
Of old times, repeats again. 
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To whoo ! to whoo ! near, nearer now 

The sound of song, the rushing throng ! 

Are the screech, the lapwing, and the jay, 

All awake as if 'twere day ? 

See, with long legs and belly wide, 

A salamander in the brake ! 

Every root is like a snake,^ 

And along the loose hill side, 

With strange contortions through the 

night. 
Curls, to seize or to affright ; 
And animated, strong, and many. 
They dart forth polypus-antennae. 
To blister with their poison spume 
The wanderer. Through the dazzling 

gloom 
The many-coloured mice, that thread 
The dewy turf beneath our tread. 
In troops each other's motions cross, 
Through the heath and through the moss ; 
And, in legions intertangled, 
The fire-flies flit, and swarm, and throng, 
Till all the mountain depths are spangled. 
Tell me, shall we go or stay ? 
Shall we onward ? Come along ! 
Everything around is swept 
Forward, onward, far away ! 
Trees and masses intercept 
The sight, and wisps on every side 
Are puffed up and multiplied. 
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Mephistopheles, Now vigorously seize my 
skirt, and gain 
This pinnacle of isolated crag. 
One may observe with wonder from this 

point, 
How Mammon glows among the mountains. 

Faust, Aye — 

And strangely through the solid depth below 
A melancholy light, like the red dawn, 
Shoots from the lowest gorge of the abyss 
Of mountains, lightning hitherward : there rise 
Pillars of smoke, here clouds float gently by ; 
Here the light burns soft as the enkindled air. 
Or the illumined dust of golden flowers ; 
And now it glides like tender colours spreading : 
And now bursts forth in fountains from the 

earth ; 
And now it winds, one torrent of broad light, 
Through the far valley with a hundred veins ; 
And now once more within that narrow comer 
Masses itself into intensest splendour. 
And near us, see, sparks spring out of the 
^ ground 

Like golden sand scattered upon the dark- 
ness ; 
The pinnacles of that black wall of mountains 
That hems us in, are kindled. 

Mephistopheles, Rare, in faith 

Does not Sir Mammon gloriously illuminate 
His palace for this festival — it is 
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A pleasure which you had not known before. 
I spy the boisterous guests ahready. 

Faust, How 

The children of the wind rage in the air ! 
With what fierce strokes they fall upon my 
neck! 
Mephistopheles, Cling tightly to the old ribs 
of the crag, 
Beware ! for if with them thou warrest 
In their fierce flight towards the wilderness, 
Their breath will sweep thee into dust, and 
drag 
Thy body to a grave in the abyss. 

A cloud thickens the night 
Hark how the tempest crashes through the 
forest ! 
The owls fly out in strange affright ; 
The columns of the evergreen palaces 
Are split and shattered : 
The roots creak, and stretch, and groan ; 
And ruinously overthrown, 
The trunks are crushed and shattered 
By the fierce blast's unconquerable stress. 
Over each other crack and crash they all 
In terrible and intertangled fall ; 
And through the ruins of the shaken 
mountains 
The airs hiss and howl — 
It is not the voice of the fountain. 
Nor the wolf in his midnight prowl. 
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Dost thou not hear ? 

Strange accents are ringing 
Aloft, afar, anear ; 

The witches are singing ! 
The torrent of a raging wizard song 
Streams the whole mountain alopg. 
Chorus of Witches. The stubble is yellow, 
the com is green. 
Now to the Brocken the witches go ; 
The mighty multitude here may be seen 
Gathering, wizard and witch, below. 
Sir Urean is sitting aloft in the air ; 
Hey over stock ! and hey over stone ! 
'Twixt witches and incubi, what shall be done ? 
Tell it who dare 1 tell it who dare ! 

A Voice, Upon a sow-swine, whose farrows 
were mine, 
Old Baubo rideth alone. 

Chorus, Honour her, to whom honour is due, 
Old mother Baubo, honour to you ! 
An able sow, with old Baubo upon her, 
Is worthy of glory, and worthy of honour ! 
The legion of witches is coming behind, 
Darkening the night, and outspeeding the wind — 
A Voice, Which way comest thou ? 
A Voice, Over Ilsenstein; 

The owl was awake in the white moon-shine ; 
I saw her at rest in her downy nest, 
And she stared at me with her broad, bright 
eye. 
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Voices, And you may now as well, take your 
course on to Hell, 
Since you ride by so fast, on the headlong 
blast. 
A Voice, She dropt poison upon me as I 
past. 

Here are the wounds 

Chorus of Witches, Come away ! come along ! 
The way is wide, the way is long, 
But what is that for a Bedlam throng ? 
Stick with the prong, and scratch with the broom. 
The child in the cradle lies strangled at home, 
And the mother is clapping her hands. — 

Semi-Chorus of Wizards I, We glide in 
Like snails when the women are all away ; 
And from a house once given over to sin 
Woman has a thousand steps to stray. 

Semi-Chorus II, A thousand steps must a 
woman take. 
Where a man but a single spring will make. 
Voices above. Come with us, come with us, 

from Felunsee, 
Voices below. With what joy would we fly, 
through the upper sky ! 
We are washed, we are 'nointed, stark naked 

are we; 
But our toil and our pain, is for ever in vain. 
Both Choruses, The wind is still, the stars 
are fled. 
The melancholy moon is dead ; 
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The miagic notes, like spark on spark, 
Drizzle, whistling through the dark. 
Come away ! 
Voices below. Stay, oh, stay ! 
Voices above. Out of the crannies of the 
rocks, 
Who calls ? 

Voices below. Oh, let me join your flocks \ 
I, three hundred years have striven 
To catch your skirt and mount to Heaven, — 
And still in vain. Oh, might I be 
With company akin to me ! 

Both Choruses, Some on a ram and some 
on a prong, 
On poles and on broomsticks we flutter aloi^ ; 
Forlorn is the wight, who can rise not to-night. 
A Half- Witch below, I have been tripping 
this many an hour : 
Are the others already so far before 3 
No quiet at home, and no peace abroad 1 
And less methinks is found by the road. 

Chorus of Witches, Come onward away ! 
aroint thee, aroint ! 
A witch to be strong must anoint — anoint — 
Then every trough, will be boat enough ; 
With a rag for a sail we can sweep through 

the sky, 
Who flies not to-night, when means he to fly ? 
Both Choruses, We cling to the skirt, and 
we strike on the ground ; 
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Witch -legions thicken around and around ; 
Wizard- swarms cover the heath all over. 

[Th^y descend, 

Mephistopheles, What thronging, dashing, 
raging, rustling ; 
What whispering, babbling, hissing, bustling ; 
What glimmering, spurting, stinking, burning. 
As Heaven and Earth were overturning. 
There is a true witch element about us. 
Take hold on me, or we shall be divided : — 
Where are you ? 

Faust {from a distance). Here ! 

Mephistopheles, What ! 

I must exert my authority in the house. 
Place for young Voland \ pray make way, good 

people. 
Take hold on me, doctor, and with one step 
Let us escape from this unpleasant crowd : 
They are too mad for people of my sort 
Just there shines a peculiar kind of light — 
Something attracts me in those bushes. Come 
This way : we shall slip down there in a minute. 

Faust, Spirit of Contradiction 1 Well, lead 
on — 
'Twere a wise feat indeed to wander out 
Into the Brocken upon May-day night. 
And then to isolate oneself in scorn, 
Disgusted with the humours of the time. 

Mephistopheles, See yonder, round a many- 
coloured flame 
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A merry club is huddled altogether : 
Even with such little people as sit there 
One would not be alone. 

Faust, Would that I were 

Up yonder in the glow and whirling smoke, 
Where the blind million rush impetuously 
To meet the evil ones ; there might I solve 
Many a riddle that torments me ! 

Mephistopheles. Yet 

Many a riddle there is tied anew 
Inextricably. Let the great world rage ! 
We will stay here safe in the quiet dwellings. 
'Tis an old custom. Men have ever built 
Their own small world in the great world of all. 
I see young witches naked there, and old ones 
Wisely attired with greater decency. 
Be guided now by me, and you shall buy 
A pound of pleasure with a dram of trouble, 
I hear them tune their instruments — one must 
Get used to this damned scraping. Come TU 

lead you 
Among them ; and what there you do and see, 
As a fresh compact 'twixt us two shall be. 
How say you now? this space is wide enough — 
Look forth, you cannot see the end of it — 
A hundred bonfires burn in rows, and they 
Who throng around them seem innumerable : 
Dancing and drinking, jabbering, making love, 
And cooking, are at work. Now tell me, friend, 
What is there better in the world than this ? 
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. Faust. In introducing us, do you assume 
The character of wizard or of devil ? 

MephistopheUs, In truth, I generally go 
about 
In strict incognito ; and yet one likes 
To wear one's order upon gala days. 
I have no ribbon at my knee ; but here 
At home, the cloven foot is honourable. 
See you that snail there ? she comes creep- 
ing up, 
And with her feeling eyes hath smelt out some- 
thing ; 
I could not, if I would, mask myself here. 
Come now, we'll go about from fire to fire : 
I'll be the pimp, and you shall be the lover. 

\To some Old Women^ who are sitHng 
round a heap of glimmering coals. 
Old gentlewomen, what do you do out here ? 
You ought to be with the young rioters 
Right in the thickest of the revelry — 
But every one is best content at home. 

General. Who dare confide in right or a just 
claim ? 
So much as I had done for them ! and now — 
With women and the people 'tis the same. 
Youth will stand foremost ever, — age may go 
To the dark grave unhonoured. 

Minister, Now-a-days 

People assert their rights : they go too far ; 
But as for me, the good old times I praise ; 
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Then we were all in all, 'twas something worth 
One's while to be in place and wear a star ; 
That was indeed the golden age on earth. 
Parvenu* We too are active, and we did 

and do 
What we ought not, perhaps ; and yet we now 
Will seize, whilst all things are whirled round 

and round, 
A spoke of Fortune's wheel, and keep our ground. 
Author, Who now can taste a treatise of 

deep sense 
And ponderous volume ? 'tis impertinence 
To write what none will read, therefore will I 
To please the young and thoughtless people try. 
Mephistopheles {who at once appears to have 

grown very old), I find the people ripe 

for the last day. 
Since I last came up to the wizard mountain ; 
And as my little cask runs turbid now, 
So is the world drained to the dregs. 

Pedler- Witch. Look here, 

Gentlemen ; do not hurry on so fast 
And lose the chance of a good pennyworth. 
I have a pack full of the choicest wares 
Of every sort, and yet in all my bundle 
Is nothing like uhat may be found on earth ; 
Nothing that in a moment will make rich 
Men and the world with fine malicious mischief — 

* A sort of fundholder. 
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There is no dagger drunk with blood ; no bowl 
From which consuming poison may be drained 
By innocent and healthy lips ; no jewel, 
The price of an abandoned maiden's shame ; 
No sword which cuts the bond it cannot loose, 
Or stabs the wearer's enemy in the back ; 

No 

Mephistopheles, Gossip, you know little of 
these times. 
What has been, has been; what is done, is 

past. 
They shape themselves into the innovations 
They breed, and innovation drags us with it. 
The torrent of the crowd sweeps over us, 
You think to impel, and are yourself impelled. 
Faust. Who is that yonder ? 
Mephistopheles, Mark her well. It is 

Lilith. 

Faust Who.? 

Mephistopheles, Lilith, the first wife of Adam. 
Beware of her fair hair, for she excels 
All women in the magic of her locks \ 
And when she winds them round a young man's 

neck. 
She will not ever set him free again. 

Faust, There sit a girl and an old woman — 
they 
Seem to be tired with pleasure and with play. 
MephisiopJieles, There is no rest to-night for 
any one : 
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When one dance ends another is begun ; 
Come, let us to it. We shall have rare fun. 
[Faust dances and sings with a Girl^ and 
Mephistopheles with an Old Woman, 

BroctO'Phantasmist,^ What is this cursed 
multitude about ? 
Have we not long since proved to demonstration 
That ghosts move not on ordinary feet ? 
But these are dancing just like men and women. 

The Girl, What does he want then at our 
ball ? 

Faust, Oh ! he 

Is far above us all in his conceit : 
Whilst we enjoy, he reasons of enjojmient ; 
And any step which in our dance we tread, 
If it be left out of his reckoning, 
Is not to be considered as a step. 
There are few things that scandalise him not : 
And when you whirl round in the circle now, 
As he went round the wheel in his old mill. 
He says that you go wrong in all respects, 
Especially if you congratulate him 
Upon the strength of the resemblance. 

Brocto-Phantasmist. Fly ! 

Vanish I Unheard of impudence ! What, still 

there ! 
In this enlightened age too, since you have been 
Proved not to exist ! — But this infernal brood 
Will hear no reason and endure no rule. 
Are we so wise, and is the pond still haunted ? 
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How long flave I been sweeping out this rubbish 
Of superstition, and the world will not 
Come clean with all my pains ! — it is a case 
Unheard of ! 

The Girl, Then leave off teazing us so. 
Brocto-Phantasmist, I tdl you, spirits, to 

your faces now, 
That I should not regret this despotism 
Of spirits, but that mine can wield it not. 
To night I shall make poor work of it, 
Yet I will take a round with you, and hope 
Before my last step in the living dance 
To beat the poet and the devil together. 

Mephistopheles, At last he will sit down in 

some foul puddle ; 
That is his way of solacing himself; 
Until some leech, diverted with his gravity, 
Cures him of spirits and the spirit together. 

\To Faust, who has seceded from the 
dance. 
Why do you let that fair girl pass from you, 
Who sung so sweetly to you in the dance ? 
Faust. A red mouse in the middle of her 

singing 
Sprung from her mouth. 

Mephistopheles, That was all right, my 

friend. 
Be it enough that the mouse was not grey. 
Do not disturb your hour of happiness 
With close consideration of such trifles. 
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Faust Then saw I 



Mephistopheles, What ? 

Faust • Seest thou not a pale 

Fair girl, standing alone, far, far away ? 
She drags herself now forward with slow steps. 
And seems as if she moved with shackled feet : 
I cannot overcome the thought that she 
Is like poor Margaret 

Mephistopheles, Let it be — pass on — 

No good can come of it — it is not well 
To meet it — it is an enchanted phantom, 
A lifeless idol ; with its numbing look, 
It freezes up the blood of man ; and they 
Who meet its ghastly stare are turned to stone. 
Like those who saw Medusa. 

Faust, * Oh, too true ! 

Her eyes are like the eyes of a fresh corpse 
Which no beloved hand has closed, .alas 1 
That is the heart whijch Margaret yielded to 

me — 
Those are the lovely limbs which I enjoyed ! 
Mephistopheles. It is all magic, poor deluded 

fool ; 
She looks to every one like his first love. 

Faust, Oh, what delight ! what woe ! I can- 
not turn 
My looks from her sweet piteous countenance. 
How strangely does a single blood-red line, 
Not broader than the sharp edge of a knife, 
Adorn her lovely neck ! 
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Mephistopheles, Aye she can carry 

Her head under her arm upon occasion ; 
Perseus has cut it off for her. These pleasures 
End in delusion. — Gain this rising ground, 
It is as airy here as in a [ ] 

And if I am not mightily deceived, 
I see a theatre — What may this mean ? 

Attendant, Quite a new piece, the last of 
seven, for 'tis 
The custom now to represent that number, 
'Tis written by a Dilettante, and 
The actors who perform are Dilettanti ; 
Excuse me, gentlemen ; but I must vanish, 
I am a Dilettante curtain-lifter. 



THE END. 
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